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PREFACE. 



yivovs avvayayovirji» 



The Poems and Trandations that follow were 
originally intended to precede the publication of my 
Ntna Pantomime; but circumstances, to which it is 
not necessary here to advert, interfered with that 
design. Now, however, that they are in print, I 
wish them to be considered the First Volume, and 
the New PaTitamime as the second, in this depart- 
ment of my writings. It is right, indeed, that it 
should be so ; for the larger number of the compo- 
sitions that follow, were written when I was a 
Student at the University, and a great proportion 
of them have been in print about twenty years; 
resembling thus, in some sort, the viginti am/narum 
heubrcUiones of Lord Coka I have now collected 
them, with several others, for which I have no space, 
from a variety of periodicals, but have made few 
alterations ; preferring to let them appear in their 
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primal shape^ such as it was, to remodeUing them ; 
nor indeed^ since I first began to hunt after them, 
for the purposes of this compilation, have I had 
leisure time either for their revision or improvement 
This, I am aware, is no excuse for their faults; but 
the reader must take them as they are. 

They are not, however, all reprints: there are 
many which it will be at once seen, are of recent 
composition, and which are now published for the 
first time. This observation applies not merely to 
the poems, but to the translationa I knew but 
little of the Orient when the earlier versions into 
foreign languages first appeared. But from a very 
youthful age, I was an admirer of Sib William 
Jones, and thought I should like to follow in his 
footsteps. I know no man, indeed, to whom we 
are more indebted ; for he first in modem times, 
demonstrated, to the great disgust of all dullards 
and pedants, that the acquisition of varied and 
elegant knowledge was not inconsistent with the 
cultivation of those far different faculties, which 
make up a lawyer or a judge. Kor has the exam- 
ple which he set been without its fruits or fol- 
lowers ; for at no period in our legal annals has 
the judicial Bench of this country been so eminently 
illustrated by great scholars, masters of language, 
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and proficients in science, as in the present century. 
Small men there always will be in great places; 
but as a rule the roll of our Judges proves what 
I have said 

And now, having rescued these productions from 
that species of oblivion to which nearly all maga- 
zine literature ia subject, and having been graciously 
permitted to send them forth on their 'adventures, 
under the auspices of a Name universally loved and 
honoured, I bid^a final farewell to the Muse, to 
whom for so many years I have played truant 

Vale CanuBna blanda, ciiltriz ingenl, 
Viitatifl altiix, mater doqnentue, 
Lmqnenda alumno est launu et chelys tao.* 

E V. K 
Goldsmith Buildino, Tsmplk 

* Sir W. Jones, Ad Musam. 
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POEMS. 



3onnt* 



Mt smmner task is ended — ^ihe sweet labour 
Thoa oft bast beard me speak of^ is complete : — 

Songs mdely cast for rustic pipe and tabor, 

Wild qtiips, and sportive tbougbts, and fiaiicies, meet 
Here in tbis little book, tbat at tby feet 

like some meek suppliant lies. O Ladye £a.ir ! 
If tbere be augbt within tbis varied tome 

Wortby to win one passing tbougbt of tbine, 
Thou art the cause — ^thj songs of beauty rare, 
The pleasant days passed in our happy home 
Of roses, myrtJe, and green eglantine, 

Thy smiles — ^thy sweet fond talk, and angel heart; 
And loveliness, and goodness all divine : — 

These have inspired thy Poet's gentle art 



* Prefixed to a small volume of prose pablished some years 
gmce, and which contained a few of the Greek translationB that 
are in this. 



POBliS. 

LATINfi. 

Tamdem igUwr venU lapgis groHsmma rebus j 

Et toties votia hara petiia meia ; 
Aocvpe qwod mtdti mUto tibi pigums amoris^ 

Caimwna perpehd pigrwa cunoria hole, 
Carmma missa tibi qtUB ecn'minahj qucuque poetaa, 

DUigis, et celebri carfnine digna/acis, 
Mu8(vrum studiis^ Hudiia aperata Minervofy 

jEde tud colUu/r Phoehua amaique coli, 
Ecee timet J doetaaquaforea pulaare recuaaij 

Tincta verecimdaa Muaa rvhore genaa. 
Me cantare tuaajuoaty ptdcherrinuiy laudea, 

Nympha nee Aamia dtgrdar uUa madias 
Quod ai quid merui de te hen^^ ai quid amaviy 

Vive memor noatri, luae metiy vive memor. 



GERMANICE. 

3e^t tfl mein fBttt get^an, baS fiige S^tl 

S)tr ni(|t gati} unbetannt, i{l nun DoUenbei, 
9tut ^pa% unb ®(|er}, geringeS gDtufenfpiet, 

2)cr 3)i(^ter Dit mit biefem SBfii^lcin fenbet, 
Seta^t' e8 ni^t, bu iDuiibetf($5ne 2)ame, 

2>a8 t)or ben pgen S)ir al8 Opfet tiegt 
SSenn nut ein ®Ian} Don ^tUtx ®eifle8flamme, 

2>etnei Slnmetf ung mertb barin {td^i jeigt 
3)u ^afl He angejunbct— beiner I6ne 
8ie{»U($et jtlang, bie SSo^nung au^ fo t^euet 
SBcbedt mit {Rofen, Silicn unb 9teben, 
S>ein ^olbeS i&^tln, (SngeI8 ^er}, unb f(^5ne 
gteunbli(|c ©ptad^ie— biefe fioben geuet 
(Slu^enbet 2)id[iteTfun{l mit ofi gegeben. 



sosmr. 
BisDosrAmcL 



\^ fijo^ w-» «fc<y <Ji .^«^ ^,0 ^^ ^ S fi- u^J 

"^r'j 4 !r» ur-'** i J-^ J y^^ -^ ^j^ ji^ ^ 
UT Jy jJLi ^^JL_«I ^^o>^ ui^JIa ^^ ^ ^jji* Uuel^ 



^ 
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ALTERA VERSIO HINDOSTANICE. 

^^Ui^ ^^ K^ ttrf-» v^t ij\if y^ ^ ^J ^y^ ^ 

^ J^J^ ^rf^ ^^ U^ J^ S-^ *y^« '^ (J2W ^1 ^ ^^ j! 

v/ ^^*^ C-^ LT^ ];** ^-^^ ''^^ ^^^ *^ V^ ^ tt«^'-^ 



HIBERNIC]^ 

ZS ciijoc le^tt) 3fj6 S4tt)i\4— at) x>jl fdoi^xi 
^n\K bo dlor lear f^ajtt) — r4 tjojt l^^JS Ijotij 
Catjratii 4 tt)1cl6*, x>o rri;r-pjob Jir r^bo|i 

2l?j t^ij it|be5 leab^ii to* W^th x>o iitoistrS 
5o ^dl ^3 edcajitt; oitt;;— O Riseaij i\6 
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^»^^^£;»J^i^^^b ^yi* ja. », C-»U^ ,^;«». -^..> 

flit ^jM ^ j-tc ^^ ^ jUw*") ^ e^ «^;* ^j y y 

(y^ -»; J«* *^ u** -/•* 'y** ^ •r*^" ^ f^ w^ i/' y 
r-^ yj» i:J:H'jJ f-i^ ^ ■ *-} ^ ^ ^J> yf J. J^ ^^ 
r*yJt^^*^J'--J^^^ ttr*-* cT^ u:^* J^^ J^ 5 «^ 
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Poet0 are Phaethons, with bnming dreams 
Of beauty^ sach as blooms not on this earth ; 
Of mnsiG, sach as breathes not, bat in heaven ; 
Of sonbright splendoors, clothed in &deles8 light ; 
Of virgins moulded from the rainbow rays^ 
All purity, and loveliness, and calm. 
And in these dreams they live in other sj^eres, 
And fly on wings from star to golden star, 
And float suspended over seas of pearl. 
Or, wrapt in thought, by lonely mountain streams, 
Hear, in the spirit, echoes of such songs 
As only those in Paradise can wake; 
So, with these grand imaginings inspired, 
They go among mankind, and seek to guide 
Their fiery steeds and chariot flashing through 
The Empyrean of their thoughts sublime ; 
But, dazzled by their own exalted visions. 
They err — they wander — ^they despair — are lost. 
Are hurled in thunder from their way august, 
And die of broken hearts, unwept^ unpitied, 
Save only by the children of the sun. 



3ixa^ m rtbtsiting Cnniti C^Uegt, s£Ut 
Jirng %b%ttuz. 



Okcb more within these olden storied vails, 
So dearly loved from boyhood's happy days, 
With eager bound my glowing footstep &lls, 
With eyes sofTused in joy around I gaze; — 
Once more I live, and move, and walk, and breathe 
Within the dear remembered cloistered aisles, 
Whose warm though silent weloomings enwreathe 
My heart with raptures and my £ace with smiles; — 
Once more I pause o'er each remembered scene, 
In my soul's soul in brightest hues enshrined, — 
The pillared porch — ^the smooth and dewy green — 
The stately halls — ^the trees with ivy twined — 
The breathing busts — ^the books — ^the silence— all 
Back to my heart its best and happiest hours recall. 

n. 

Here in the sunny summer of my youth 
My soul grew up, and drank the sacred streams 
Of Wisdom, Boiowledge, Virtue, Thought, and Truth ;- 
Here my heart lived on bright and glorious dreams 
Caught finom the Poet's or the Historian's page ; 
Homer and Horace, and the Mantnan lyre, 
Plato's deep thoughts, and Pindar's epic rage, 
The ABcrasan bard, and Lucan's words of fire — 
From mom till night, from night till morning came, 
These and the stars my sole companions were, 
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Still bomed my lamp with clear and vestal flame. 
Still my mind fed on visions grand and rare ; 
The Past was still before me, and its soul 
Shone with the splendour of some heaven-desoended scroll, 

ni. 

And wooed me on to scale the stany steep 
Where Poesy — sweet FaSrie Queen — sits throned ; 
Beneath her feet the fiery lightnings leap. 
But her fair brows with rainbows shine enzoned ; 
Round her the Muses sport the livelong day. 
The Graces, young and laughing, dance and sing. 
The bright-eyed Nymphs with rosy Cupids play ; 
Music wells forth from reed and shell and string ; 
Phantoms of sunshine formed — ^the Bards of old, 
Whose vernal thoughts make heaven of earth are there, 
Wlule songs and hymns in strains of wonder told, 
Fill as with fragrance all the echoing air : 
These are thy glories — ^these. Immortal Past! 
On these my heart was fixed, my longing looks were cast. 

IV. 

The Wild, the Grand, the Beautiful, the True, 

Each an Enchantress with enchanted wand. 

Flung o'er my soul their spells, until it grew 

Entirely theirs, and sought no bliss beyond« 

Its only world became a world unknown. 

Of dreams fantasque and visions strange and quaint. 

Within whose skies eternal summer shone, 

And scenes that liveliest fiuicy scarce could paint ; 
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A wondrons wild embodiment it seemed 
Of things transformed to beauty — ^Titan shapes, 
And Grecian deities, and seas that streamed 
Through silver isles, and foamed on golden capes ; 
Forests and Nymphs, and Fauns and Sylvans blent, 
With Gtothic scenes and spells, tilt, magic tower, and tent. 

V. 

And £a.bling Ovid, with soft eyes of fire. 

Was by my side and coloured many a thought; 

And many a gay and many a fond desire 

Unto my soul Yerona's minstrel brought 

And Ariosto sang me curious strajns 

Of magic castles built on marble heights. 

And gallant soldiers pricking o'er the plains, 

And mail-ckd steeds and antiqu&armoured knights, 

And ladyes chaste that roamed through forests wild. 

Pursued by giants and in dire despair. 

Until some brave and angel-guided Childe, 

Wafted perchance ten thousand miles through air, 

Appeared before their wondering eyes to prove 

His valorous arm in fight, and straightway &11 in love. 

VL 

The magic of these old delicious songs. 
The hours of silent reverie and thought^ 
The paradise-light that to paat time belongs. 
Dreams of Romance and Beauty all enwfought. 
The early sunshine streaming o'er the glade. 
The song of birdf^ the voice of some sweet flute, 
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The ancient trees with broad and leafy shade. 
The moon that clothed the halls in silver suit. 
The fire-winged stars, the solemn silent night, 
The lamps throngh many a latticed window seen, 
The deep-toned bell for mom and evening rite, 
The reverend gloom relieved by the moon's sheen — 
All these come back apon my sonl, like strains 
Of native music heard on &r and foreign plains ; 

vn. 

Filling it deep with sadness and with gloom. 
Alas ! where are ye, dear past innocent hoursf 

' The scythe of Time hath swept ye to the tomb ; 
Yet in my soul ye still survive, like flowers 
Bound some sad mouldering shrine ; I sit and think 
Of sweet old times, familiar faces passed 
Away for ever ; friends, link after link, 
Methinks move on, in faithful memory glassed. 
Where are they now t Some sleep in distant lands, 
Some slumber in the ocean ; some remain ; 
But the fond ties once twined by Friendship's hands 
Are snapped, and ne'er may re-unite again. 
Oh I that once more I were a careless Boy, 

As when I first beheld these halls with pride and joy, 

vni. 

And wandered wild through portico and park, 
Emparadised in Fancy's purple clouds ; 
Heedless and happy; dreaming not of dark 
Tartarean doud, like that which now enshrouds 
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This visible orb ; — ^to boyhood's kughing eyes 

The earth seems Eden ; everyihing looks bright ; 

life, a glad journey to the golden skies : 

To manhood, all seems black as blackest night. 

Whj are we here t What power hath peopled earth ? 

Why wend we in our pilgrimage of woe f 

Whence have our souls derived their fiery birth f 

Unto what bourne is feited man to go ? 

Why clings he still to life f Why hug the chain 

That eats into his heart, and turns his joy to pain f 

I 

EL 

Alas I we know not — ^must not hope to know. 
The Future looms far off in mystery veiled : 
Present and Past are ours — ^but like the bow 
Of heaven, still far the future lies concealed, 
Bobed in enchanting colours, formed to fade 
Ab the quick hour moves on. We live and die ; 
In the same hour, cradle and grave are made ; 
Monarch and slave in the same black earth lie ; 
And is iMa life f For iMa was man designed ? 
Was it for this the All-Powerful gave him store 
Of hopes and thoughts sublime, and filled his mind 
With longings after high and heavenly lore f 
A wise fine soul, a glory-loving heart % — 
No— 'twas for mi^ty ends that thou shouldst play thy 
part 

For mighty ends thy soul to earth was sent — 
A mission grand and high, O Man, is thine ! — 
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Work in the spirit of that great intent ; 
Walk like an angel in the path divine. 
Here^ in these sacred walls, old, world-renowned, 
The seat of learning, shall thy young heart swell, 
Fired by the glories of the clajasic ground, 
By the great memories that around thee dwell ; 
Mwe shalt thou train thee for thy pure career ; 
Wisdom and Knowledge like twin orbs of lights 
Shrined in these hallowed temples, greet thee here, 
And point the way to Yirtue's staivcrowned height ; 
Onward, still onward from glad youth to age, 
JTisre shall thy soul learn strength for every changing stage. 



XL 

Thoughts of great deeds and lofty acts be thine. 
The mighty dead, the shadowy shapes of old. 
Heroes and Bards — a starry gleaming line 
Of souls celestial^ still before thee hold 
Their glorious course, and beckon on thy soul 
To tread the shining footpaths that they trod ; 
Onward they marched, until they reached the goal 
For minds of light like theirs prepared by God ; 
Sages and Bards and Statesmen, on whose forms 
Pictured on canvass, let thine emulous eyes 
Still gaze with rapture. What though winds and 

storms 
Break round his head who to Fame's Palace flies, 
The attempt is grand and noble, though he fall — 
Conquer thyself, brave heart, and thou shalt conquer all. 
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xn. 

Look on the pictured epics throned around — 
Go to thy books, and study their career — 
So ahalt thou feel thy swelling spirit bound, 
And cast aside^ like chains, despair and fear ; 
Learn from their thoughtful eyes and resolute brows 
To nenre thy soul with stem resolve for fame ; 
Heaven to the heart that works, due strength allows, 
And crowns her toil with an undying name. 
Burke, Berkeley, Flood, Buigh, Avonmore, and 

Swift,— • 
Behold the men who shook or charmed their world : 
Behold — ^revere — aspire — toil on — and lift 
Thy soul to thoughts like theirs ; if haply hurled 
From thine immortal flight by chance or fate, 
Well hast thou clothed thy soul with noble thoughts 
and great. 

TVJni^ CoOege, Skiwfe Tuemiay, 184i. 



* Their portraits are in the Theatre and Dining-halL 
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A Yoioe of Mystic Beauty ever singeth, 
In gentle cadences of silver music, 
Through the enchanted caverns of my being. 

Is it a Siren from the sunny waters • 

That glides into those splendour-tinted caverns, 
On billows green, transparent, sun-reflecting 1 

Is it a Spirit from the starry circles 

Of fire, and light, and harmony, descending, 

That in those echoing aisles her lute awaketh 1 

I see, methinks, a gleam of eyelids flaflhing 
Hues softer than the evening star's sweet lustre- 
Fair golden glimpses, breathing love and beauty. 

I feel, methinks, the touch of snowy fingers^ 
Softly — ^like moonbeams — ^passing o'er my temples, 
And the warm air of fragrant virgin breathings. 

Silence enwraps my Spirit like a garment ; 
The starry Yeil of Paradise enfolds it ; 
It is alone, and yet it is not lonely. 

For faint and shadowy, like far distant echoes 
Of song divine, with lyres and lutes entwining, 
Is the loved presence of this Mystic Beauty. 

* Bet-ql, oommonly called Baih-Koly the Daughter of Voice ; 
mysticaUy, the Dan^ter of Wisdom, who is the Voice of <Qod. 
Cal^ in Shanscreet, means Wisdom ; hence fcaXov and the Saxon 
oott, Greek and Sucon being lineally derived from the Sbanscreet. 
The Chal-diBans and Cal-, or Col-dees, were worshippers of 
Wisdom. CaU is an Indian Divinity, synonymons with Eternity, 
bat by the ignorant oaUed the Qoddess of D>eath. 
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Come — ^let as mount the Downs, and breatihe the air 

That murmniB o'er their slopes of fern and thyme ; 

And in the silent wastes of spreading green. 

Give onrselYes np to thoughts too pure for earth, 

Conyersing there with Nature and her works, 

Beautifiil, ever-living, ever new. 

The sun is on the waters ; in the heaven 

There is no cloud to speck the sapphire arch 

That, like God's bright and guardian angel eye, 

Beams over all his ddldren ; here and there, 

At distant intervals, a white bird flits 

Over the violet sea : but peace divine 

Is the prevailing feature of the hour, 

That» crowned with sunshine, typifies Repose, 

Lulled in a Paradise-dream of deepest bliss. 

Waste not a moment looking in the glass — 

Bally not over ribbands, lace, or gloves ; 

But with thy hat, and scarlet cloak, and hair 

Flowing as loose as woodbines on the breeze. 

Or the wild hyacinth on Attic fields, 

Let us ascend the winding way that leads 

Into the depths of their sweet solitude ; 

And bring no book with thee but Sacontala, 

That orient jewel of most perfect song. 

How pure this morning perfume ! — ^the soft wind 
Is laden with sweet odours ; like a breeze 
Wafted from Paradise, it breathes its music 
Into our being, and I long for wings 
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To bear me from the earth, and, like yon lark, 

Soar upward, pouring out my prayer to Qod. 

Stay for a moment — Glisten to his song : 

How rich, how clear, how melting with delight, 

The cheerful carol of a happy nature ! 

Over green fields and cottages he soars, 

With eyes turned sunward, till aloft, aloft, 

And out of sight he passes ; but his lay 

Is still borne down to us, who stand and listen, 

Warmed with the sympathy that from the bird 

Passes into ourselves, ajs if we twain 

Were one with him, his elders in the scale 

Of being ; but in all things else aHke — 

In spirit, soul, and heart, the great trivamz 

That constitute the all of organized life. 

Look on this hedge-row, rich with many a bloom — 

With star-like flowers, more delicate than snow. 

How fiill of life the wonder-work of Gkxi I 

What strange variety of being I — some 

With wings as beautiful as eastern gems, 

Others in armour, like the glittering emerald ; 

Some golden-burnished, some of silvery beam. 

And some of opal hues, enshrining light — 

The many-coloured flashing rainbow light 

That from the neck of queens bursts forth and awes 

The empty crowd to silence. These small lives, 

Which the base bumpkin crushes with a laugh, 

Are images of the Father ; they, too, have 

The same desires as man ; and some are pure 

In their clear sphere of thought^ and live on flowers ; 
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And some are fierce and cruel ; some are found 
To dwell alone like monks ; some place their bliss 
In love and innocent sport ; and some there be 
Who rathlessly r^ard their own dear selveSy 
And sacrifice all others to their passion, 
Like any common statesman of our time. 
This hedge-row is a microcosm, and if 
We two could read, interpret, and well know 
Its inner history, we should find but little 
That differs firom the daily life that runs 
Its course amid our village and its flies, 
Except that those are not so finely dressed 
As the poor mites that populate the wild. 

O Mab, thou Fa^ne Queen, that thou wert here, 

To change us for an instant by thy spells 

To insects in this wilderness of plants ! 

What glories shotdd we see ; what groves and gardens — 

What sweet parterres — ^what fragrant nooks and bowers. 

More beautiful than Alladin ever raised, 

Or Arab &ncy painted in bright dream ; 

Or, since that mighty Queen hath not appeared 

Since gay Mercutio sang her diedal art, 

And Shelley summoned her in splendid song, 

Had we but a small lens to aid the eye, 

What wonders we should see in every branch : 

Glands brimming o'er like cups with golden juice, 

Goblets of sunbright hue from which to quaff; 

Bafters of gold and silver ; pillars fair 

As ivoiy carved ; and tents that spread their wings 

Of ruby and of topaz, underneath 
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Whose cooling dome fountains of honey flow ; 
Dove-coloured dawn, with white and gold yflowered. 
Wakens those insects from their bowers of dream ; 
And when the Evening Star, with golden ray, 
Faintly IQumes the gray of heaven, they sink 
Into their leafy beds bjs soft as down. 
And there ore forests in whose wilds they stray 
And sun themselves into delightful trance, 
And chrysolite columns under dazzling thrones ; 
And in these flowers of thyme are flagons flUed 
With amethystine dews, and cups that shine 
Transparent ajs with diamond and pearL 
And here these happy mortals all day long 
Banquet, and think Qod made the world for them. 

Why should they not ? — ^To God's onmipotent eye, 
The bee, the butterfly, the gold-winged moth, — 
Nay, the poor earthworm delving through the moulds- 
Are objects not uncared for : See how well 
Their wants and pleasures are regarded by Him. 
Why, I have looked upon a speck of life 
No larger than the point upon a pin, 
Have scanned it curiously and marked its beauty. 
Its rapid motion, its pulsating heart. 
Its quick perception of the things about it, 
Its readiness to avoid what it should shun, 
Its evident relish in its sense of being, 
Its every fisumlty perfect to the end 
For which the creature lived ; and I have asked 
Myself this question: — In the Final Day, 
When Cadsar stands before the thrones of Light 
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And points to oceans of red blood, let forth 
To float bim proudlj to the Capitol, 
Will not the Father of all Life exclaiin ; 
More beaateons in mj sight is yon poor insect, 
Which passed its days within a lea^ than thou 
Whose litle to renown is based on death, 
Rnin, and nuseiy, and fires, and graves f 

Here let ns stand beside these cottages, 

Blooming with dimbers, and before we reach 

The quiet village, let us cast onr eyes 

Back to the sea, the ever-royal sea, 

Now flashing with a green transparent light 

More lovely than the delicate emerald tint 

That fringes round the rainbow. See the lines 

Of deep and dark leaf-green that streak its sui£ice, 

MakJTig the brighter colours shine more bright 

By contrast. On the shore the waves advance, 

like wamors tossing high their snowy plumes, 

That glitter in the sunlight ; the sea breeze 

Is wafted hither, softened by the sun, 

And the sea boom is echoed in our ears. 

Bat on the waters not a sail is seen ; 

All is as lonely as the wilderness 

In Araby the desert ; but the solitude, 

Though vast and grand, is instinct with quick life. 

That shows itself in motion and in voice^ 

Tea, and in soul ; for who that ever gazed 

Upon the sea, did not in thought confess 

And feel its mighty living influence, — 

Feel that it viewed him with piajestic front, 
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As though a god it were with crown and throne 

Imperial, till his spirit bowed before 

The grandeur and divinity that effused 

Themselves from the great Presence ; — ^let us on, 

Or I shall look for ever on this Sea, 

Which interpenetrates mine inmost essence 

With spells that fix me as in magic dream. 

But ere we pass, delay a little moment ; 

Inhale the perfume of these rustic gardens, 

That with a paradise of sweets surrounds 

These humble homes of labour ; how they breafche 

Their gentle harmonies into the heart. 

The birds have here a colony of nests, 

And sooth they show their taste ; for here are flowers 

In front and all around of brilliant dyes, 

And fragrant odours, and a hive of bees 

Humming for ever, as from cup to cup 

They pass, like those gay drinkers of old time, 

Who with Anacreon crowned their brows with rose 

And myrtle, and on leafy beds reclined. 

Tasted a score of purple vintages 

To the' health of the £Bdr nymphs who handed round 

The brimming silver in more silvery hands. 

Yes — ^those indeed were days of high romance; 

The world was in its youth, and all was &ir, 

And life was purpled o'er with classic thoughts ; 

And there were Nymphs, and Goddesses, and Sprites 

Of beauty and of love in every vale, 

And Naiads puiple-zoned, with full black eyes 

Paling the splendour of the brightest stars. 

Greece, and its pearl-like isles of lute and song. 
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Were veiy epics, such as Homer hymned. 
Could we but live among them ! — ^but the hope 
Is hopeless ; though indeed we may in fancy 
Wander amid those green enchanted bowers, 
And see its soldiers and its women fedr, 
Whose lives and loves are writ in chronicles ; 
And as we saunter up this gentle hill, 
Crowned with its fane, I'll tell thee an old tale 
Which has this moment flashed across my mind — 
A tale of love and fjedthfulness, and death. 

When the Milesians took the isle of Kaxos, 

And heaped all cruelties upon the people, 

A £Bdr young Virgin named Polycrita 

Fled to Apollo's altar in despair. 

The general of the victors, Diognetus, 

Saw her and loved, but did not dare pollute 

The sanctuary. Oft he sent the Maid 

A loving message, but she would not hear. 

At last he forced his way into the shrine. 

The Virgin said, Mf/ heart TUfrtdy give 

To thee/or etw, i/thou'U vow a vow 

To do as I desire. The general sware, 

So great the might of love. Then spake the Maid : 

Betray the city to my brothers^ who 

Encamp outside the waRs, and I unU be 

Thy loving vn/e. Amazement struck him dumb ; 

But he consented, and the plot was laid. 

And messages were sent unto her brothers, 

To charge upon the city when they saw 

A blazing torch uplifted from the Temple. 
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In feast and wine the oonqaering soldiers passed 

The riotous day. At nighty when all was still, 

The torch was raised. The brothers saw, and went 

Against the city, and with vengeance burning 

Bore all before them the unoonsoions foe. 

In the oonfosion, Diognetus fell. ' 

Poljcrita^ who loved him for his £uth 

To her, expired upon his corpse, and both 

Were buried in one tomb ; apart in life^ 

In death they were conjoined. So ends the story. 

Now pause we here a moment, ere we pass 

Along yon rising road, and lap our souls 

In meditation under this old tower 

With reverend ivy mantled, which has seen 

So many generations glide beneath 

Its Gothic portal : childhood, manhood, age, 

The happy-hearted virgin, the bright babe. 

The strong of limb, the feeble, gray-haired sire. 

Called by the Sabbath bell to kneel and pray, 

And offer up their simple thoughts to God. 

Over its flowernaprent turf the bees revolve ; 

The sunbeams play above the lowly graves ; 

And from yon garden breaks the sweet wild note 

Of birds, the innocent choristers of the dead. 

The place is solemn with a voiceless beauty ; 

A gentle melancholy wraps it round — 

A stillness, a repose^ that like the Preadier, 

Ever and ever sayeth. All is vanity. 

And when I wander through it in the evening, 

When twilight wraps it in a silvery haie, 
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And only one fidnt star of light is seen 

Hi^ in the heaveny I feel as if the Shade 

Of Gray were near me, and that in mj ear 

It wliispered the sad Elegy of old, >. 

Whose plaintive mnsic hath in many a heart 

Left snch deep imprints, that where'er we roam. 

We stiU remember the loved lines of song, 

Wliich in our schoolboy days we learned by rote, 

Until they were a portion of ourselves. 

Here, or in some sequestered wild churchyard. 

As lone, as lowly, and as far from towns, 

We also shall repose when all is done, 

And life's bright lamp hath suddenly gone out ; 

And over us, as now above these sleepers, 

The winds shall blow and summer sunbeams fall, 

And winter ice the grass with staivlike gems. 
And wild flowers bud, and bees with buzzing wing 
Pursue their pleasant toil. The birds shall sing ; 
But we who sleep shall hear not their sweet song ; 
Nor shall the lightning dazzle, nor the voice 
Of thunders wake us. By our lone green beds 
The stranger and the villager shall stand, 
And look, and go his way ; nor ihink perchance 
That we once stood in life and strength and hope, 
Upon the very spot where his foot traced 
Its print upon the grassi Upon his brain 
No image shall there rest of you or me ; 
And these frail frames in which our spirits live 
Shan be as though they had not ever been. 
Blended with all the elements, — ^infused 
In air, in earth, in water, and in fire. 
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Never to reunite ; — ^for the bright aoul, 

Which is a lacid spark firom God himself 

Will not again pollute itself with dust. 

"VBiat homilies are in these mouldering stones I 

What sermons in these gray time-worn records ! 

What pealmSy more speaking to the sensitive miafl 

Than ever harpist sang, are in these frail 

Memorials reared by love or pious reverence, 

Over the remnants of their sires or sons ; 

Over the wife who shared with them their toils ; 

Over the babe whose eyes were their delight. 

This mound of tur^ this rude and simple rail, 

Speaks to the heart more feelingly than brass 

Or marble, or the rich man's gaudy pomp. 

Blazoned with coats and crests and pedigrees, 

For Mephistopheles to mock at. Here, 

Or in some humble field like this, would I 

Myself desire to be consigned to dust, 

Beneath a hillock with the daisy fretted, 

A simple villager 'mid village folks. 

With only these, my name and time of death ; 

All else is foolishness; all else is vain. 

Yet would I not be grieved to think that some. 

Warmed with the feeling for a dreamer dead. 

Such as in bless^ youth I too have felt 

For the sun-soaring spirits of sweet song, 

Some high-aspiring boy, some gentle girl. 

Would come and sprinkle flowers o'er my grave, 

Would fling a rose or violet on the turf, 

And say, Upon thy breast I cast this gem 

Of spring or summer, in a fond remembrance, 
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In taken tbat thou hast a little place 
Within mj heart and dwelleat in my thon^^ts. 

Even as I moaey methinks I hear a voice 
Speak to mj soul from jonder simple grave, 
Wkile the fiu^distant wave that on the shore 
Breaks into fragments, symphonies the words ; 
Tkau MhaU be even Mm: thy strength, thy l/tfty 
SkoM/adSy oBfadefoMr rcMbowe in the even, 
And the glad thoughts in tohich thou dost indulge 
ShMpous Uhs auifumn leaves; no more for thee. 
Whan Aoim shaU hone crossed der the gloomy stream, 
Shall happy su^nbeams smile, nor on thine eyes 
The starry Ughis that gild the arch of mom 
Shall gleam, nor thy sweet sorrowing look, moon! 
The haunted forest, thefioiwer-sprinkledpUwns 
Thou skalt not tread again, nor look aHofi 
On the erystdUine clouds that veiljrom sight 
Of human eye the paradise-thrones ofOod. 
Son/ bear this in mind, nor let the earth, 
From which so speedily thy foot shall pass, 
Be might to thee than what it is — a shadow 
Thai ever teems with unsubstantial shadows. 



FareweU, old tower ! &re ye well, ye graves ! 
Ye have awakened thoughts within my sonl 
That are as balm to wounded way&rers. 
Gone are the hands that reared your holy walls, 
And planted ivy round them ; gone the brain 





26 POEMS. 

That first planned out this modest shrine to God : 
Their bones, their ashes, nay, their very names 
Have perished from the earth ; but thou art here, 
A venerable record, bosomed deep 
'Mid trees, and standing in a tranquil beauty, 
Shedding a venerable grace and shadow 
Over the sleepers. Long mayst thou abide 
In storm and sunshine, in revolying years. 
To open wide thy sabbath doors of peace, 
And house the villagers who flock to hear 
The lessons of their pastor, while they raise 
Their untaught, simple hymns of hope and trust 
To the Great Father, who disdains not any. 
But hears the voice of faith, whether it comes 
From temples garnished rich with gold and gems, 
Or lowly altars such as thine presents ; — 
Hears it with equal ear, nor gives to one 
That audience whidi it yields not unto alL 

How softly breathes the wind amid these trees^ 

That overshade in parts this gentle hamlet. 

We shall not meet with any on the Downs. 

How sacred is their presence 1 Never &lls 

My gaze upon a Tree that o'er the sward 

Eises in blooming vigour, but I feel 

Religious peace wrapping my soul around, 

As if it were a living priest of Nature^ 

That spake to me of beauty and repose. 

How picture-like yon sycamore 1 With what strength 

Yon mighty elm puts forth his brawny boughs I 

How graceful is that lilac I Solemn awe 
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Seems clustered round yon yew, that now has stood, 

Perchance, Icnr centuries, and has seen so many 

Pass and repass in life's quick panorama. 

How lustrously, in sunlight, shine their leaves. 

With varying tints and many-twinkling lights ! 

How soft their musical whisper ! Bound their trunks 

Spring many wild flowers, gemming the thick grass ; 

And unseen lyrists, warbling through the spray, 

Make the air musical with silver soimds : 

The dove bells fSrth her sweet and ringing coo— 

The blackbird sings his rich and musical note — 

The thrush and linnet waft their honey tones 

Over the clear and crystalline expanse 

Of mom's transparent, sunny, sparkling air. 

In such a solitude of merry birds. 

Amid phantasmal pictures bom of the sun, 

Lay Shakspere when he dreamed of Ardennes' wood 

And melancholy Jaques — ^that muser quaint^ 

In such a foliaged nook of shade and sun, 

LuUed by the heavenly tone of lyres and lutes, 

Spenser reclined at length ; and day by <)ay. 

From Sibyl trees and sylvan Delphic dreams. 

And strains and hymns by Poets only heard. 

Encircled also by those mystic Shapes 

Of light and splendour, loveliness and youth, 

Such as Bards see in sovran thought inspired, 

Drew the sweet lore that lives i' the Faerie Queene. 

O poet^lreams, how dull and dark wer^ life 
On earth if ye were absent ! — Man were then 
A kind of beast, but one degree removed 



28 POXMB. 

From the four-footed creatares of the field, 
In which the light of fimcy boms not. Love, 
With its high-cploured splendours, were unknown, 
Or would be animal only. Ye upraise 
The sons of mortals into &r-off spheres, 
And make them happy in ideal series. 
They drain the diamond goblet of Djemsheed,* 
And wander in the halls of Ohil-Min&r ; 
They wear the magic ring of Suleym&n, 
And see the sparkling light of Samarcancl ; 
They gaze upon Iskander's fitted mirror, 
Reading therein the Present, Past^ and Future ; 
And from the cup, the crystal, and the ring. 
Evoke such glorious pictures, visions, clouds, 
As nether conqueror, nor sage, nor shah, 
Ever beheld in fair realily. 

And now we pace along the cart-road path, 

Bough with sharp flints, and breathe the fragrant breath 

Of woodbioe ; now we enter on the Downs — 

Spreading before us like an ocean vast, 

With waves gigantic ; swelling hills, deep vales. 

In which are cottages that seem the home 

Of mild content ; yet could we scan the soub 

Of those who tenant them, what wild desires. 

What vague ambitions, restless hopes and wishes. 

As vaiying as the sur&ce of the sea, 

Should we discern. Such is mankind — a being 

* The goblet of Djemflheed, the ring of Solomon, the mirror 
of Alexander,' are the three renowned and magioal treasaree of 
Orientall^gend. 
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Wliom Akzander's oonquests cannot fill ; 

Whom all ihe wealth and power of aU the world 

Keirer can satiate — for his infinite nature 

DesireB the Infinite. 80 hath God ordained. 

When first He formed the spirit^ and so willed 

Th«t onlj He should satisfy its needa 

How the free breeae blows freshly on onr brows — 

How oar minds rerel in the boundless sense 

Of liberty that drdesufl. O Father, 

Gladly I thank Thee that my thoughts are firee 

Ajb this pore mountain air; that I have bathed 

My iqpirit in the Truth revealed by Heaven, 

Benewing its viiginiiy, and flinging 

Away lor ever from its shining limbs 

The chains corroding which dull Custom binds 

About the splendid wanderer from the skies, 

Seeking to make it one with earth and night. 

O ye surrounding hills, how beautiful, 
How full of pastoral loveliness ye are ! 
The sky seems purer o'er your silent erests. 
That sleep in purple ; but your winding depths 
Bear many-coloured hueSb The aheep and lambs, 
And meditative kine that on your heath 
Browse in luxurious ease ; the singing birds 
And humming bees that flash through silver air, 
Cany me fiur away, o'er land and wave, 
To ancient Arcady and bygone days — 
Hybla, Hymettus, Pindus, Enna's vale. 
When poets were but shepherds with their crooks, 
And Muses sought them in their sylvan haunts, 
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And breathed into their pipes the songs of heaven ; 

And the fair Moon herself came down to Latmos, 

To kiss Endymion's mouth of rosy flowers. 

Hence, also, am I wafted, as I gaze 

On yonder steep and heaven-kissing hill. 

Basking beneath the rosy-purple sky. 

To Taunus and the golden-coloured Rhine, 

And Drachenfels, and Bingen — ^that fidr nook 

Embosomed in green hills of vines and trees. 

Twas in a mood like this which now I feel — 

In such a moment, too, long years ago, 

When I had never tasted aught but bliss, 

I left green Bacharach, and climbed on high. 

Amid the warm and kindling roseate air, 

And stood upon the ruined tower, that like 

An eagle in his eyrie proudly stands 

Aloft, in hi^ disdain of all below. 

Bound me were many reliques of old time, 

Peopled with legend and the phantom host : 

Fairies, and gnomes, and spectres of the past ; 

And mighty shades ih&t still cling round the shores : 

CiBsar, and Attila, and Charlemagne. 

Beneath me flowed the Bhme — a thread of gold, 

On which the sunbeams played ; the mountains round 

Were vemant with the vine, and wheresoever 

I cast my eye, were churches, castles, cots, 

Qardens and children, and the distant hum 

Of labour, vintage, laughter, and sweet song. 

But fedrer than all these were thronging thoughts 

That round me curled in rosy, beaming clouds, 

And lent their life to all the landscape there. 
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Making a Tempd in my raptured brain. 
Thus fled the hours, lumotioed, even as now ; 
Bat I was all alone, with no £ur form 
To share the Elysium of that happy hour, 
Or echo the wild music of my soul, 
As it is echoed now by thee, love, thee. 

What have we here 1 — ^A bird's nest from its bower 
Plucked by some wayward urchin : mark how well 
The wingkl little architect had made 
Its woven chamber, lined with moss, and hair, 
And down, so softly blended — a bird-boudoir. 
Such as my Lady Fashion — ^who, of all things, 
Studies her comfort most — ^might well have ordered 
Her sleek, sly cabinet-maker to inspect, 
And take a lesson from the country bird. 
And here's a broken ^g, of pale sea-green, 
Flung on the road remorselessly — a life 
Wantonly sacrificed that might have made 
The forest musical, and charmed the ear 
Of many a villager, when underneath 
The spreading tree he rested from his toil. 
Or breathed his love-tale to the willing heart 
Of some young haymaker in ribbands trim — 
Love-secrets sweeter to the happy thou^t 
Than golden honey to the schoolboy's mouth. 
Poor mother-bird, I pity thee : this mom 
How rich in hope thou wert^ and thou didst flutter. 
With all a mother's pride, over thy nest, 
And didst indulge in dreams ; but in a moment 
Thine airy castles were dissolved in air, 
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And all thy love and labours were for nought. 
Where art thou now, thou little desolate one ? 
Would I could find thee, and with gentle love 
Console thee in thy sadness and despair. 

Yonder's a flock of sheep and bleating lambs ; 
Their shepherds marshal them with dogs and crook. 
And drive them to their watering-place — a pond 
Of chalk and lime, battened to hold the rains, 
And form a fountain in this waste of heath. 
The black-£EM)ed simpletons, with anxious ejes, 
Gaze on us as we stay to view them pass. 
With what fond love they look upon their young. 
Whose tottering feet can scarcely help them on ! 
How gravely do these dogs with shaggy hair 
Watch o'er the troop like captains : quick of eye 
And foot they are, and with their arduous duty, 
Methinks they blend a sort of rough regard. 
As if they looked upon the silly sheep 
As wayward children — ^to be rather pitied 
Than blamed or barked at ; for they mean no ill, 
Howe'er they wander from the well-ranged troop. 
But do so in mere female thoughtlessness. 
A flock like this it was Don Quixote saw, 
Wben in* the leading ram his errant brain 
Beheld the puissant Ali-Fanfaron, 
Lord of vast Taprobana and its people ; 
And in the opposite troop, that valiant chief, 
The Garamantian king, Pentapolin, 
Wending to deadly battle, for the love 
Of that most beautiful and graceful lady 
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(Her name dkcreet Cervantes hath Bappreesed) 
To whom Lord AH o£fered throne and hand ; 
Bat he a worshipper was of Mse Mahonnd ; 
And so Pentapolin, with Christian fiedth, 
Bfifnaed his proffered love ; and therefore thej 
Boshed like two lions into deadly fight 

There is an ancient l^nd of fiedr Greece, 

Of one who met a flock of sheep and lamhs 

In this wise, and who perished. I will tell it, 

If thou canst think of aught hesides that glow 

Of dazzling pictures in this splendid scene — 

If thou canst summon back thy raptured thoug|ht 

From the all-sparkling radiance of this hour, 

To an old story of the antique times ; 

And thus, in simple phrase, methinks it ran : 

Toung Hipparinus loved Leucipp^ who 

Disdained his suit. He courted her a year, 

But could not win one sweet, approving smile : 

Ooforih^ she says, cmd prove yawr length oflonty — 

SUxy the fierce Uon thai the/breet haunie. 

He went, and slew the lion ; then Leucippd 

Loved Hipparinua Blest, indeed, are they 

Who love and are beloved. The tyrant-king 

Who ruled the island where this happy pair 

Dwelt in delight, the virgin saw, and fired 

With passion, sought her modesty to spoil 

Then Hipparinus rose and watched the king^ 

And stabbed him to the heart. The monarch's guards 

Punroed the youth, who might have 'scaped their rage, 

But on the road he met a troop of shepherds, 
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Driving their lambkins, which were tied together, 
And thus his progress stayed. The soldiers cam^, 
And killed the youth. Leucipp^ died that day, 
But the good people of the island, freed 
From the despotic rule of that old king, 
Eaised up two golden statues to the lovers. 
And passed a stem decree, that, from that time, 
No shepherds should their lambkins tie and drive 
Upon the public highways of that realm. 

Mark yonder cluster of green fe^rie rings : 
Methinks they held wild revels here last night, 
Under the silver circlet of the moon. 
How vivid is this emerald turf! — as if 
The little people, with their magic feet, 
Impressed it with new verdure as they tripped. 
Here we can fancy Oberon reclined — 
Here Queen Titania, with that pretty minx 
Cowslip, and Master Cobweb, and Peasblossom, 
And sprightly Robin Goodfellow, called Puck. 
What sports, what quips, what jollity and love, 
These silver-crested mushrooms witnessed then ! 
They are the sole fair records of the feast ; 
And so I counsel thee to bring them home, 
And from their fragrant stems and glistening orbs 
Extract the juice, which, in the winter-time, 
Shall make us roam in &ncy here once more, 
And I shall see thee, as I see thee now. 
Stooping to gather them with snow-white hand. 
Like a pomegranate flower, in scarlet leaf. 
Bending above the green. These magic rings. 
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How dear to me they are ! — and how they breathe 

Of poets pasty and the wild minstrel notes 

That charmed our fore&thers in merrie England : 

Dnimmond and Drayton, Daniel, Jonson, Greene ! 

They bear me back to Sherwood, and the sports, 

And lays, and legends, and chivalric games, 

That with the memoiy of onr glorious isle, 

Are intertwined for ever ; and I Uve 

Another and a happier sort of life 

In the brief moment of that waking dream. 

Bonndless and fidr the prospect opens stilL 

Here are no splendid flowers to form a wreath 

For high-born dames tibat flaunt in tapestried rooms, 

But humble blossoms, not so finely bred 

As those in lordly gardens, yet not less 

The exquisite image of wise Nature's art : 

Cowslip and primrose, purple creeping-Jenny, 

Briony, pimpernel, white bindweed, fox-glove, 

Bnglos and harebell, and the periwinkle, 

With dark blue eye, like some young laughing babe's, 

And wild forget-me-not. With buds like these, 

CurioiBly intertwined in richer flowers, 

As Pliny tells us, Glycera of Sicyon, 

The beauteous nosegay-girl, sat all day long 

Enwreathing £uicy chaplets for the fidr, 

Blending their colours in a thousand lights, 

Each difierent from the other, with rare skill 

And by her side young Pausias the painter 

Learned the true harmony of varied tints, 

And on his canvass copied her fresh wreaths, 
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With sucli a fervent love of art aad Glycera — 
Blent into one great passion, — ^that no other 
Could flower-paint like him, as no one else 
Could haimonise their opposite hues like her. 
And so they lived and loved, amid finesh flowers 
As fragrant as their hearts ; and life flowed on, 
Calmly and sweetly, like a stream that glides, 
With gentle pace, through sylvan solitudes, 
Passing from sunshine into quiet shade. 
And so from shade again to sunny light. 
Through drooping willows, roses, and wild thyme. 
And silver water-lilies ; hearing ever 
The lay of birds, the shepherd's plaintive pipe. 
The song and chorus of the evening feast^ 
When aU their labour ended for the day, 
The youths and maidens meet upon the mead. 
And sport beneath the mellow harvest-moon. 

And lo 1 another feature in the scene ! 

Recalling, still, Cervantes to the mind : 

A windmill perched upon the hill. 'Tis well 

The melancholy Don is far away. 

Or we might see another desperate duel 

With yonder giant of extended arms. 

Hapless Cervantes I doomed to eat thine heart 

Away, in lingering round the gates of courts, 

Feeding on airy promises, as false 

As those who made them ; fitly didst thou pass 

Thy days, like thine own Quixote, in high dreams 

Of chivalry, and knighthood, and fidr dames, 

That soothed thy soldier-soul, when else it might 
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Haye changed to gaily rememVring what it was, 
And what it gained from Spain. True cavalier ! 
Brave as the bravest ! — so Lepanto proved — 
To thee and Camoens, that fine gentleman. 
Poet, and scholar, would my pen accord 
Whatever praise it can ; and yet how idle 
Are laurel wreaths around the dead man's brows ! 
How vain the posthumous glory which earth gives 
To heroic hearts like thine ! But thus it is — 
The Sons of Splendour win not crowns of gold, 
But crowns of glory that for ever gleam. 

How fidr, how rich, how honey-like these clumps 
Of golden gorse ! The bee finds here the wealth 
Of Hybla's self within their flashing ceUs ; 
The throstle sings amid their saffron shade ; 
The lark soars out of sight, as if he longed 
To bear his song close to the gates of heaven. 
These heather tufts are altars of perfume, 
That waft their fragrant breath, like prayers, around. 
Hark to the cuckoo's sweet and hidden note, 
Welling upon the enchanted lawns of air 1 
Taried the lights on hill, and dale, and glen — 
From brightest emerald to the rich dark brown 
Of yonder field new ploughed. I never gaze 
Upon this spreading scene of sloping peaks 
And dark ravines, and Nature's holy presence, 
Without a thought of Palestine, and Him 
Who, in the softest, yet the grandest tones 
That ever Man used to propound the Truth, . 
Game from the Mountain, and, in heavenly speech, 
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Taught the disciples words that to the hearts 
Of millions have borne peace, and which to earth 
Are glintings of the sacred light of God 

Oh ! that the wand of Merlin now were mine, 

How saddenlj I should people these broad Downs 

With pictures of the byegone classic days. 

I'd crown the hills that circle yonder vale 

With oak, and elm, and olive ; on the sides 

Should thickets, formed of beech, and rose, and woodbine, 

In green luxuriance twine, beneath this sky, 

Lustrous with starry blue and silver-specked 

With cloudlets brighter than Olympus' snows. 

And it should be a forest £»r and lone. 

For wood-deUghting Fauns and Sylvans arch ; 

And there should be a world of dreamy bowers, 

Faaned by soft winds that rustled through their leaves, 

Blending their delicate whispers with the voice 

Of bell-like music from a singing rilL 

There would I lie and muse, and from beneath 

The velvet shadows, see young Cupid trip, 

With rosy cheeks and laughing, bright blue eyes, 

Joy, like a sunbeam, brightening his £ur brow ; 

And gentle winds, kissing his floating locks ; 

His snowy pinions sparkle in the sun ; 

His quiver, filled with beauty-wounding arrows, 

Shines on his polisht shoulders, while his bow, 

As delicately rounded as the breasts 

Of Oytherea, is entwined with wreaths 

Fresh woven by Aglaia's fair white hands. 

And now a shout of Bacchant revelry 
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Is heard with laughter and delighted cries, 

And sounding cymbals, lapsing on the air. 

And see ! a Nymphal train whose presence breathes 

Beantj, and love, and sammer, with its flowers, ^ 

Into the soul, and gives it heavenlj youth ; 

Their chaplets, wreathed with ivy, vine, and rose, 

Glisten amid their bright ambrosial looks ; 

A fawnskin robe with careless grace is thrown 

Loosely across their ivory shoulders, and 

In their white hands a leafy thyrsus each 

Bears, which she waves delightedly on high. 

From their glad eyes flash splendour and desire ; 

Their ro^ lips seem rosier still with wine. 

Where am II oh ! where am I ? Do I dream ? 

Is old Anacreon in my wand'ring thought^ 

With his tall flagons crowned with mantling grape ? 

Is it the music of some golden harp, 

Evoked by angels, or the faerie host. 

That swells along this heath f How sweet, how soft 

Its billowy whispers float upon the ear, 

Like the fond love of viigins flrst oonfest 

In woodland bowers beneath the evening star. 

I look upon the sea, that flu* away 

Sleeps in sunlighted splendours, still and calm, 

As some young Eastern bride, all youth and beauty. 

In a loose violet robe of gems and silver ; 

But from the sea that sweet sound oometh not : 

No fiur mermaiden breathes it from her cave 

Of glittering emerald, or firom the crest 

Of some blue wave, while combing her dark locks, 

Warbles the love within her passionate soul. 
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I look acroflB these liills, but look in Tain, 

To trace the source of that enchanting hymn : 

No fountain goshee forth in silyery stream, 

To tempt the Naiads to come here and sing 

To lyres or lutes ; no forest trees are here^ 

Beneath whose foliage, on the moss or stone, 

A Dryad might recline, and, with sweet harpings, 

Lure the fedr Sun-€k)d to repress his steeds, 

Mistaking her for Daphnd, ere transformed. 

No crystal brook wafls melody as it flows — 

The melody which. is its psalm to God, 

In thankfulness for its being. Whence then comes 

This music of the spheres f I pause, and muse, 

And listen still, with eye and ear attent, 

like one who, tremblingly alive with love 

That throbs in every vein, awaits the footstep 

Of her who is the Egeria of his heart. 

The spell is gone ! I find I did but dream ! — 

It was not music, 'twas no harp of gold. 

But a divine and heaven-bom echo heard 

Within the windiog galleries of my soul. 

That in this moment feels imparadised 

By the delicious beauty that breathes round — 

The fragrant air, the perfiime-wafting thyme. 

The song of wild birds dancing in the air. 

The light of sunbeams, the bright flashing sea. 

The sweet transparent arch of blue above. 

The boundless prospect^ the serene repose, 

The solitude — the majesty of nature. 

And, last of all, by thee, my spirit's soul. 

Who givest life, and melody, and thought^ 
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And every chann to the smroiindizig scene; 

Yonder^s the Dyke, and o'er the vast expanse 
The fimitfol Weald of Sussex, crowned with stores. 
And villages, and chnrch towers, and cots 
Embedded deep in woods, and vales, and gardens. 
The eye delighted, moves its glistening sphere. 
How splendid is the prospect ! with what love, 
And awe^ and gratitude, and thoughts sublime. 
It beautifies the souL We grow too great 
For earth as we behold, and fling aside 
The miserable sense and care of sel^ 
And are exalted into greater breadth 
And grandeur, such as spirits feel when first 
They wing their way into the heavenly zones. 
And then, for the first moment, think and know 
Themselves to be indeed a part of Gkxi — 
So lofly, so august, their new-bom splendour. 
Now ^de we gently by this winding path. 
Into yon dingle, thick with shady bou£^ 
And musical with birds of varied note ; 
Down hy the curving stream, so cool, so clear, 
Witii rushes, cuckoo flowers, and hart's-tongue fern. 
And water-mint, and Robin-run-i'-the-hedge ; 
And stealing round this smooth and silver mere. 
On which two stately Swans of brightest snow 
Move like king^s daughters changed by magic spells. 
We stop and watch them. In their arching necks, 
Curved as a steed's of purest Arab blood. 
The line of beauty gleams ; their eyes are dark 
With fire suppressed ; their wings, like arum flowers, 
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Are open to the wind, and as two galleys 
From marble Yenioe, with majestic pace 
They float upon the crystal. Here's their nest, 
And in 't five eggs. Lo 1 even while we look 
Upon its osier woo^ the mother Swan 
Hath sailed to land, and now she faces ns, 
With Amazon front and swelling neck and plume. 
Let us away, and free her anxious heart 
From further care ; and leave her to her bright 
And happy dieamings in this sunlit scene. 
Leave her to her demesne of waters, nooked 
In perfumed hills and by the verdant bank, 
And roofed by the blue heaven that shines o'er alL 

And now, reclining on this couch of thyme. 
Bead to me of that virgin of the East, 
The gentlest maid that ever shone in stars 
On poet's dazzled £mcy — Sacontala. 
Carry me in tranced thought to Orient skies, « 
And forests grander than the halls of kings, 
Li which, amid the hermit-priests of heaven, 
That maiden pure as snows, or flowers, or light, 
Dwelled in the music of her thoughts divine. 
D loveliest vision of the Poet's soul. 
How often hast thou made me blest in £Euacy ! 
How often has thine image soothed my heart. 
Wearied with all the littleness of the world. 
And borne it backward to that golden age, 
When Calidasa saw in Indian maidens 
The living type from which he painted thee. 
Thou &ir ideal of all female beauty. 
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So flies the hoar in happinesB away, 
And 80 our morning-walk is fitly crowned 
With music at the end, and reverieB 
Rising like perfumes fix>m the poet's page, 
And wafted in thy soft and lute-like voice. 
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The princely chie^ Ouchallain, 

Our chief renowned of old, 
From frowning tower and fortress, 

He calls his warriors bold : 
From frowning tower and fortress, 

With broadsword blue and shield. 
And lance and spear, athirst for blood. 

They march into the field. 

Many a hawk-eyed bowman, 

And many a swordsman brave, 
Thronged where his fiappng standards 

Along the leasowes wave. 
His star-bright, flapping standards, 

Like pillars tall were seen, 
The Yellow lion rampant 

Upon his field of green. 
And with these stout-limbed archers, 

A cloud of spearmen came, 
With tufted beards and shaggy brows. 

And deep dark eyes of flame. 
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Then otitspake brave Ouchullain — 

" Ye Bed-Branch Chieftains, hear. 
We've shared in many a battle-field, 

And conquered fiur and near ; 
We've humbled many a haughty fort, 

And many a captive led ; 
And side by side, o'er land and tide, 

We've stoutiy fought and sped. 
But now our spirit slumbers, 

Our broadswords sleep in rust^ 
Our polished spears are blunted, 

Our war«hirts mould in dust 
The antlered deer and brown wolf 

Too long have been our game ; 
Once on a time the Bed-Branch Knights 

Were fired with nobler aim« 
The game of war with foemen, 

The strife with gallant men, 
These be our ends ; — ^then up with me. 

And shaxe such game agen." 

He spake— and fix>m his stout thigh 

His broadsword blue he draws, 
Outbursts firom aJl those chieffcaios round 

One shout of wild applause ; 
The listening vales re-echo 

The loud and glad hurraws ; 
And on their blades those chieftains 

A hurried oath devise, 
To follow still their leader 

To deeds of great emprise. 
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From nmk to rank, like lightning, 

FlAshed on one fierce aooord ; 
They clashed upon their iron shields 

With brazen spear and sword. 

Then spake once more Cuchnllain : 

'' In Alba's isle there stands 
A fortress strong and mighty, 

With spoil fix>m many lands. 
Piled op with Asian plunder. 

And Afric's choicest wealth. 
From olden times collected, 

Bj labour, force, or stealth ; 
With bright and priceless jewels 

From Orient empires brought. 
And store of sparkling wonders 

Bj magic hands enwronght : 
Laige drinking-caps of ailyer. 

And golden cauldrons bright, 
With shining rings, and linen coats, 

Of scarlet and snow-white ; 
Sleek dapk-gray steeds of swiftness, 

With aureate housings stoled ; 
Bucklers, with equal portions mixed 

Of silver and red gold ; 
Broad-bladed spears and standardB, 

And swords for knightly thighs. 
With daggers and wai^azee, 

Of temper, strength, and size. 
But brighter still, and brighter. 

And destined for our prize. 
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There dwells within this Castle's walls, 
A maid of soft blue eyes — 

Blanaid, the rarest Ladye 

That heaven did e'er behold ; — 

Be mine that rarest Ladye, 
Be yours the wealth untold." 

Loud shouted aJl those chieftains, 

With fierce and glad assent ; 
And soon the news was spread about, 

Like fire fix>m tent to tent. 
And all those stout-limbed soldiers 

Swore to the bargain made — 
For them the wealthy fortress, 

For him the £ur Blanaid. 

Now there was one — ^false Oonrigh — 

A knight renowned was he, 
In battle-plain and ladye's bower 

Gallknt as knight oould be. 
Fierce in the flaming conflict, 

With martial strength of nine ; 
His swelling soul of battle 

Shewed in his haughty eyne. 
But skilled in arts of magic. 

And wizard schemes of hell. 
He swore to win that Ladye fair 

By sorcery and spelL 

He rose and left his OasUe walls. 
And donned his robe of gray — 
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A robe whose might, the stars of light 

Must bow to and obey. 
In his gray magic mantle, 

The Bed-Branch camp he sought, 
In gvb a common soldier, 

A conquering prince in thought. 
The Bed-Branch troop he found them, 

Upon the white sea-beach ; 
They hailed the stranger-soldier 

With welcome looks and speech. 

They launched their hollow galleys. 

Their bending oars they plied, 
And night and day, with might ^"nt^ niftin^ 

Bowed o'er the waters wide. 
The waves rushed round their black prows. 

The winds blew loud and long, 
And over the boiling billows. 

They passed with shout and song. 
And now they reached that Fortress, 

With mighty walls and towers ; 
Dark o'er its brows a threatening cloud 

Of mist and tempest lowers. 
And in that rock-built fortress, 

The Lord of that lone isle, 
Stood stoutly girt with wizard aid. 

And serried rank and file. 
His Magi stood around him. 

His armoured guards before^ 
His flag waved stem defiance 

To those who thronged his shore. 
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Bight in the fiery gateway 

Whirls an enchanted wheel, 
Ten thonaand duak and shadowy shapes 

Were round it seen to reel ; 
Ten thousand dusk and shadowy shapes, 

Of shapeless fire and doud, 
And blazing fronts and flickering heads, 

That hissed and screamed aloud. 
With jestings lewd and jeerings, 

They taunt the Bed-Branch Knights ; 
With peals of hideous laughter, 

Sore mock the grinning sprites. 
The sun looked black and bloody 

Down on the mailed array, 
And like fierce wolves, the waters. 

Seemed gaping for their prey. 
In firont the mocking Fortress, 

The swollen seas behind. 
Around them storm and darkness — 

What succour shall they find t 

Then outspake wily Conrigh, 

Disguised in robe of gray — 
^' Methinks it were a deep disgrace 

From hence to turn away. 
Shame on the yaliant warriors, 

If recreants from the fight ; 
Shame on the Bed-Branch Chieftains, 

If hence they take their fiight" 

Then outspake brave Cuchullain — 
'^ Sir Ohurl, thy tongue is rude : 



r" 
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How canst thon dare on valiant knights 

Thj tauntingB yile intrade f 
Get hence> get hence, thou brawler, 

Nor dare our deeds to scan ; 
Canst thou surprise this Fortress t 

Wnt thou lead on the van f" 

Then answered wily Conrigh — 

''All this I swear to do ; 
The fort, though girt with fire and doud, 

111 lead our soldiers through ; 
The iwiieel that whirls with specti^ 

Shall fall before my hand ; 
The frowning cloud of darkness 

Shall fly at my command ; 
The tower and all its ti^asures 

Shall be — ^I swear it — ^thine ; 
The choice of all the jewels 

Shall be — ^but swear it — ^mina" 

He swore by his Hand of Valour, 

By his Arm of Might he swore; 
He swore by the Winds of Heaven, 

That sweep the mountains hoar • 
By the sUver Shield of the Moon, 

By the Sun and the Sacred Fire, 
By the Ghosts of the Mighty Dead, 

By the Ashes of his Sire. 

Then outspake brave CuchuUain, 
A mighty Oath he swore: 
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*' By the viewless Winds and foaming Wayes, 

Thafc dash on Alba's shore ; 
By the circling Son, and Moon, and Dew, 

And all that men adore— 
The choice of aJl the jewels 

In yon proud tower shall be, 
When taken by thy skilfdl hand, 

Beeenred alone for thee I " 
And all these valiant warriors 

Assented to that oath 
Thus sworn, with due solemnity. 

Of Heaven and Earth, by both. 

Then up rose wily Oonrigh, 

He donned his robe of gray, 
And like a Spirit of Evil, 

Full loud he laughed that day. 
He raised his magic clarion, 

And blew one mighty blast, 
Whereat the fierce and firowning towers 

Recoil with fear aghast — 
A rending blast like thunder, 

That sounded &r and wide; 
And the black clouds that veiled the heaven, 

In thunder-peals replied. 
Straight firom the Fort the pale ghosts 

Passed like affirighted things, 
Away, and away, for ever and aye. 

They sailed on the tempest's wings. 
The wheel of fire no longer 

Revolved the gates before ; 
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It screamed like a ghost in torture, 
And vanished for evermore. 



Then outspoke wily Conrigh — 

'' Te Red-Branch Knights, advance ! 
Give to the breeze your sunburst* bright. 

And charge with sword and lanca'' 
And onward still and onward, 

Bight through the open gate, 
False Conrigh thundered onward. 

With pride and hope elate, 
like a hawk on a troop of small birds. 

False Conrigh led the van — 
Of all that bold and battaUous troop, 

There flinched no single man ; 
And the deadly fight seemed over, 

Ere it had well began. 

They met on the lofty ramparte, 

With shield, and sword, and spear. 
Those strong-armed men, with bull-like hearts, 

That knew no thought of fear. 
Loud clashed their brazen bucklers. 

Bright shone their broadswords blue, 
They heard no cries, they spared no man, 

But stiQ they slew and slew. 
like the fierce and rapid sledging 

Of smiths on the anvil broad, 

* *'Siuibiint"~tlieikaiiioof awar-baiiii«r. 
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When blows deseend like thanderbolts, 

Hnrled by some angry god. 
Were the quick and heavy crashes 

Of sword on mail and bone — 
Were the shrill and hollow blendings 

Of war-shout and death-groan, 
Tin, as the dark-red tempest 

Some forest oak lays low, 
The Chief of all was seen to &11, 

'Neath Coniigh's slaughtering blow. 

Then rose the shriek of women. 

Their arms the men threw down. 
And the babe grew white with shivering fright 

In the nook of its mother^s gown. 
The young and old they gave them 

Up to the ravenous blade ; 
For two whole hours those Chieftains 

A deadly slaughter made, 
They only spared one captive — 

The beautiful BlanaLd. 

like a bright rainbow shining 

Aloft in southern skies ; 
Like a rich garden painted 

With flowers of softest dyes ; 
Like music in sweet Logh Lene, 

By skUfdl minstrel played — 
So looked that white-armed captive, 

The beautiful Blanaid. 
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Her branching gold-bright ringlets, 

Fell to her feet of snow^ 
Her eyes shed tears of crystal, 

Her cheeks were wet with woe ; 
And over her heaving bosom. 

Her lily-white hands she placed, 
And gently, like a spirit of air, • 

Before the Knights she paced. 

Bent was her moon-like forehead. 

Her rosy lips dose set. 
She panted like a blackbird 

Toiled ill a fowler's net. 
Sadly she gazed around her. 

Nor saw one friendly face ; 
Ah, me ! for the modest maid, — 

Gods shield her by their grace. 

Oh I weep, white-bosomed Ladye, 

Weep for thy lonely &te — 
A captive in a foreign land. 

Fallen from a high estate ; 
Weep for thy loving kindred. 

That slumber round thee cold ; 
Weep for the sweet days passed and gone, 

The innocent days of old ; 
Weep for the loving music ; 

Weep for the dear old songs ; 
Weep for thy little &wn slaughtered ; 

Weep for thine own sad wrougs ; 
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Weep for the haunts of childhood. 
Where thy tiny footsteps strayed. 

Ah, me ! ah, me ! I pKy thee, 
Thou lonely-hearted maid 

Away, and over the ocean, 

Th% Bed-Branch Champions speed ; 
A glorious capture theirs, I ween — 

A bold and gallant deed ! 
And they bore away in their galleys 

The ransom of ten kings. 
Success attend their galleys. 

That float on the wind's black wings I 

Three hundred painted chariots, 

Three hundred steeds of size, 
Two chests of jeweb, gathered all, 

Beneath &ii Orient skies ; 
Breast-plates, all rough with garnets, 

And glittering like bright stars, 
With well-stitched leathern hehnets, 

Enwrought with golden bars ; 
Six hundred scarlet mantles. 

Of hunting spears ten score, 
Stout hatchets of black basalt. 

Full fifty pair and more ; 
Two hundred silyer bucklers. 

With red gold edged all round. 
And gems for ear and finger 

In white bright silver bound ; 
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Bracelets, and torques, and tunicks, 

Lanoes with sharp stone heads, 
Blue-coloured swords, with iyory knobs, 

And robes with golden threads ; 
Long ashen pikes that glittered, 

like moonbeams on the snowa. 
And thin swan-feathered arrows, 

With qij^yers and bent bows ; 
A hundred fire-ejed falcons, 

Well trained to deave the air ; 
A hundred mares for breeding, 

And rams with fleeces fair ; 
Spear-heads of dark gray granite. 

Two hundred full thej found, 
With flint heads for long arrows. 

And many a deep-mouthed hound ; 
A hundred gold-fringed cassocks. 

Ten brazen chandeliers, 
With five score strong and shining reins, 

And five sc(»e sharp blue ftpesn ; 
And yast uncounted treasure. 

The wealth of many lands, 
Piled up within the Castle's walls 

By strong and skilfdl hands : 
The mighty Bed-Branch Chieftains, 

The flower of Inzuafoyle, 
Bore in their ships from Alba's isle 

To Erie rich in spoiL 
But brighter still, and brighter 

Than gold or jewelled prize. 
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The fair Blanaid, the stolen maid, 
With heayen in her soft eyes. 

Away and over the ooeaa 

The curved black galleys sped, 
While wind and wave their thin keeb drave, 

And fast as hawks they fled. 
And now they range the prizes. 

To choose as each one may, 
When outspake wily Conrigh, 

Clothed in his robe of gray. 

" Hear me, ye Bed-Branch Chieftains, 

Ye valiant warriors, hear ; 
And you, O great Cuchullain, 

Who sware an Oath of fear, 
Fallen is the mighty Fortress, 

And by my hand it fell j 
Here stand the goigeous treasures, — 

Here I who broke the spell. 

^' And now, ye noUe Chieftains, 

Bemember what ye sware — 
The richest jewel of my choice. 

Is destined for my share. 
By the Sun and Moon ye sware it. 

By many an Awful Name, 
By the viewless Winds and solemn Waves, 

And by the Sacred Flame ; 
And here, ye Bed-Branch Chieftains, 

The richest gem I claim." 
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Out spake the Bed-Branch Chieftams, 

Out spake Cuchullain -wise — 
*' Choose as thou wilt, O stranger Knight, 

Be thine the choicest prize." 
Loud hinghed the wily Conrigh, 

He toached the blushing maid — 
** This is the rarest jewel, 

The beautiful Blanaid ! " 

Red flushed the braTe Cuchullain, 

With still and stem surprise, 
His fiery soul, like lightning forked, 

Flashed from his midnight ejes. 
And all his valiant warriors 

Stood round about amazed ; 
But silent stood fiJse Conrigh, 

As on the maid he gazed. 

Robed in the light of beauty. 

And red and white by turns, 
Her blushes seemed like roses, 

Budding o'er cold death-urns. 
She stood like some sad marble, 

By sculptor hands portrayed ; — 
Ah, me 1 ah, me ! I fear for thee, 

Thou beautiful Blanaid. 

And stin beside the maiden, 

False Conrigh, gazing, stands, 
In his gray magic mantle, 

With still and folded handa 
D 2 
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It was a sight of sadness, 
To see that silent pair — 

She like a spirit come from Leaven, 
He like a fiend of air. 

Then from the braye Cadiallain, 

These wmb like thunder burst — 
<' Ayaunt, and quit the maiden — 

Avaunt, thou vile accurst ! 
Take all my richest treasures — 

Qold — jewels — armour, take ; 
All that thy &lse heart chooses : 

The maid thou ahalt not take." 

Then outspake wily Conrigh — 

" O peijured prince, beware, 
Before these Red-Branch Chieftains 

An oath of dread you sware. 
And here I claim the maiden, 

To be my lawful prize ; 
Accurst of gods and men be he. 

Who now my claim denies. 

And I will take the maiden 

From thee, fidse chie^ perforce," 
He said, and placed the maiden, 

Right on his coal-black horse. 
Away — away — Cuchullain 

Rushed firom his lofty throne, 
But ere he reached the greensward, 

The Mr Blanaid was gone. 
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East and west, and north and south. 

The Bed-Branch Knights pnrsaed, 
Through hill and vale, and lawn and deU, 

And flylvan solitude ; , 

Through shadowy glens they wandered, 

And by the sounding shore ; 
Through the leafy gloom of the forests, 

In vales and caverns hoar. 
Night and day, and day and night. 

In sunshine, storm, and shade ; 
But never more those Chieftains brave 

Beheld the fidr Blanaid. 

Twelve birds fly over the ocean — 

Twelve birds with coal-black wings — 
From the wild North Sea they are flying 

Hither like ominous things ; 
Hoarse and harsh are their screamings, 

Sharp and shrill they shriek, 
They mutter and croak like guilty souls, 

As they perch on a mountain's peak. 

Then uprose brave OuchuUain, 

He drew his elk-horn bow. 
And the string whirred loud as the arrow 

Leapt at its wingM toe. 
And the twelve strange birds screeched wildly, 

As up in the air they rose; 
But home to the heart went the arrow. 

And thick the life-blood flows. 
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Down to the earih the arrow. 

Fell with the stricken bird ; 
Never a single groan he gave^ 

Never a wing he stirred. 
Horribly shrieked his comrades 

As they saw him tumble dead ; — 
Up in the dark deep glens of the sky. 

With screams of woe they fled. 

Then laughed the brave Cuchullain, 

As the strange birds took their flight, 
Clanked on his back his quiver, 

While he followed them day and night — 
Day and night without ceasing, 

Wherever the strange birds flew. 
Till he passed twelve fertile counties. 

And in each a bird he slew. 
And he rested in Momonia, 

In a forest of old Srabh Bhreen ; 
For three whole days the hero dwelt 

Alone in the wild wood green« 

On the fourth day Cuchullain 

Rose from his sylvan lair, 
And whither and whither shall he go. 

In search of the absent fair ? 
For twelve long months had he journeyed. 

Yet never the nymph had found : 
Oh ! lives she still on the happy earth f 

Or sleeps in the cold black ground f 
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B7 the sweet Honghlas he wandered — 

That liver as crystal clear — 
When he was aware of a soft sad voice, 

That rose from an arbour near — 
A voice that like heavenly music, 

Stole on his anxious ear : — 
And a harp's low gentle breathings 

Were wafted upon the wind ; 
And the song was a song of sorrow — 

The plaint of a moaning mind. 

And it was a song of sorrow, 

The lay of a broken hearty 
Murmured to weeping music, 

Artless and void of art 
Murmured to weeping music. 

And blent with tears and sighs ; 
Murmured to weeping music, 

That drowned ui grief the eyes. 

Oh 1 who is the gentle damselle, 

That sings such a moving song ? 
Oh 1 who is the craven traitor 

Hath done such damselle wrong ? 
Out with thy brand, OuchuUaan I 

flesh well thy biting blade ! 
The traitor he is £Edse Conrigh, 

The dame is the fair Blanaid. 

Then outspake brave Cuchullain, 
As he fell on his bended knee : 
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" O Ladye ! I am thine own true lord. 

Smile genilj down on me, 
And fly with me fix>m this traitor — 

And fly with me fix>m thrall — 
And thou shalt sit in my palace, 

And role my chieftains all f* 

Then spake the startled damselle : 

" Qrant Heaven, thou dearest knight, 
That I were with thee on the saddle-tree. 

Equipped for a speedy flight I 
That I were away €ix>m false Oonrigh, 

Whose love my soul detests " — 
The tears they fell €ix>m ker sweet eyes 

Into her roseate breasta 
* 
^* Ok 1 wkere is now my fiither f 

My mother that tended me, 
When I was a little innocent babe. 

And nursed upon her knee f 
And where are all my brothers — 

My brothers that loved me wellf 
And where are my gentle sisters I — 

All — all in the narrow cell !" 
Down on the grass the damselle fiair. 

In swoon of sadness fell. 

Then outspake brave CuchuUain : 
'' Mine own beloved Blanaid, 

Ely hence with me this moment, 
Kor stand thou thus dismayed." 
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<' No, no," qao^ the duDBelle, weeping, 

"Not now betliink of flight, 
Twere vain to 'scape false Conrigh, 

Clothed in his magic might* 
But hearken, dear Ciichnllain, 

Heed well the words I say — 
(lather thy forces &r and wide, 

And, on the thirtieth day. 
Encamped in yonder forest, 

Watch well the river clear, 
When its strtam runs white, with main and might, 

Charge, as thou hold'st me dear, 
For I will Inll Mae Conrigh 

To sleep in that same hour ; 
And I will hide his mantle gray. 

And sword of demon power. 
Ten thousand of thy chieftains 

Were vain against his charm ; 
Ten thousand of thy chieftainB 

Would melt before his arm." 
She said — and then stood sOent ; 

He kissed her lily-white hand, 
And went his way rejoicing 

To the king of all the land. 

Thirty days have passed and gone, 

And l^ve Cuchullain lies, 
With a band of chosen Chieftains, 

Concealed firom prying eyes. 
He lies in the oaken forest. 

In the trees and tall thiok grass 
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Tliat grows in emerald lichneas. 
Beside the dear Fionghlas. 

Thirty days have passed and gone, 

False Conrigh lies in sleep. 
And by his side the &ir Blanaid 

Doth anxious vigil keep. 
She hath stolen his magic mantle, 

She hath stolen his magic sword, 
She pants for the happy moment 

That will bring her soul's adored. 
A little footpage then enters 

Softly on tiptoe ; 
And he gives her a golden token, — 

" Thine errand well I know." 
She spake, and swiftly gliding. 

On the waters' brink she stood, 
And over its banks she poured the TnilW, 

Till it whitened the clear cold flood ; 
And the Knight and his anxious Chieftains 

Leapt fix>m the shaggy wood. 
On, like the rush of a tempest^ 

The mighty warriors came— 
On, like the sweep of a tempest dark, 

With thunder girt and flame ; 
Into the sleeping palace 

like some wild sea they roll ; 
Cuchullain took felse Conrigh's life, 
The demons took his soul. 

And now the brave Cuchullain, 
Hath carried his fair TOan^i^ 
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To his own good moatkl fortaress, 

And there the lovers stayed. 
In a rosy dream of gladness, 

Their happy moments flow — 
They heed not the coming evil, 

The dark impending blow. 

Farcartnd, Conrigh's minstrel. 

An oath of dread he swore, 
That he would seek the damselle 

Twelve times the island o'er. 
And if he found the damselle, 

He swore that she should die ; 
Then muttered he low a wondrous spell, 
And there were sounds of joy in hell, 

And tears in heaven on high. 

Six times o'er the green-fiAced island. 

The fierce Farcartnl passed ; 
Sharp and sure, wherever he went, 

His vengeful looks were cast. 
Six times he missed the damselle, 

Tet never he felt despair — 
He followed her like a vulture 

That snuffs the blood in the air. 



TiU, on a summer evening, 
In the rich and golden light, 

A gallant companie he spied. 
On Binchin*Beaia's height; 
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A troop of fairest ladyes. 

With many a princely kni^t, 

And, shining midst these ladies, 
As shines the queen-like moon, 

Stood fiur Blanaid — ^the minstrel, 
Farcamtd, marked her soon. 

Like a fair courteous minstrel, 

Farcartnl domb the height — 
like a fidr courteous minstrel, 

He played for dame and knight. 
Slowly he moved to the damselle^ 

And lowly still he bowed — 
So moves to a star of splendour 

A thunder-laden doud. 
And now he stands beside her, 

And now he daape her tight ; 
The damselle screamed as the miostrel 

Leapt from the dizzy height. 
The damselle and the minstrel. 

They perished in that day; 
Their bodies are dashed to pieces, 

Their souls are passed away 1 



There is a tale in Arab chronicles, 

Which, were I king, I would have carved on gold, 

And set upon a pillar in my dty, 

To cure the ambitious of his hot disease. 
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And thus it nms : As Lokman sate one day 

And worked at caipentry, the trade lie lived by, 

A host of Angels entered, and in words 

Celestial blessed him, but he saw them not ; 

And so he made no answer. Then arose 

An Angel like a sonbeam, and thns spake : 

We are the Mesaenffen qfOod en kigh^ 

Who made the Umveree and /armed aU creahires ; 

And He hath eent ua wUh this message hither^ 

To teQ thee tolayhylhy pUme and saw, 

And ehOsd, and go forth and govern men, 

And he a king — Oods viceroy upon earth. 

Then ceased the Angel, and the other Angels 

Mnrmnred divine assent^ and filled the place 

With heavenly radiance from their virgin eyes. 

Lokman made answer th^i in words of gold : 

If God eommands that I shall be a king, 

Bis high command must he indeed JtdJUled, 

And He toiU give me graoe to he a rvler 

Not all vnworihy of the wiU ofOod; 

And He vM help me when I need his help, 

And He toiU gvoe me wisdom, justiee, streifi^gih. 

£ui\f the Uberty of choice he given 

To me to choose hetwesn a crown and plane, 

I would abide wUhm this humble ceU, 

And earn my bread hy labour of my hands. 

ThM only do I ask of Ood, my Lord, 

To guide and guard me from aU thxmght of sin; 

For if I should offend Him, aU the stale 

And pomp of earth would be to me as rumght. 

So Lokman spake, and aU the Angels heard 
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And were delighted with the goodly speech. 
Ood also heard its music high in heaven, 
And smiled upon his throne, and bowed the head, 
And gave to Lokman two celestial crowns, 
Outdazsling all the diamond crowns on earth. 
Knowledge and Wisdom, whidi so graced his soul. 
That no man ever spake more beauteouslj 
Than Lokman, son of B&our, in his day. 



Oh ! for a glimpse of that great lion soul 

That fought at Marathon, that flashed its fire 

At Salamis, and Plataoa 1 Glorious Greek, 

How shall I speak thy pndse ? how shall my pen 

Put forth a picture of thy godlike nature f 

We who, in this material age of Mammon, 

Find ourselves in the vortex, and are borne 

Along the whirlpool with surrounding straws. 

Machine-made mortals, with our fiery spirits 

Quenched into nothingness by creeds and shams. 

And lying mysteries, and glozing priests, 

And riddles called religions — ^how shall we 

Conceive an image of thine inner essence, 

Which, lighted by celestial flame, put forth 

Its great oracular wisdom, raising man 

From the corruption of an idol-&ith 

Which dragged him hell-ward, to the dear pure heights 

Of true divinity, such as Zeus or God 
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(I care not how je name Him) meant that man 
Alone should pace, nntil he reached the goal 
Olympic, where his aovl shoidd ever live ; 
Or, if I oonld in words portray his picture, 
How should I hope this puny, peddling age 
Would reoc^nize its kingliness and might t 
Or see in him aught else than Athens saw, 
When, nose-led by her priests, she dared to call 
This worshipper of God a God-denier ? 
Well — well — so be it So it ever is : 
The hero-hearted by the stones are stoned, 
And so ascend to God, and leave to man 
His horrid fimes and Maehoods ; while the base 
Who truckle to the madness of the crowd, 
And make the many their right willing tools, 
Are borne along on thrones of ivory, 
In clouds of incense, and applauding cheers. 
Until they drop into the dread Abyss — 
Their bodies in Westminster or St. Paul's, 
Their souls immortal with the Father of Lies. 



In the King's Ancient Palace, 
Are nuptial-feast and rite, 

The princes, lords, and chieftains, 
Fair dame and fiery knight. 

High swells the harp's proud music, 
And high the voice of song ; 
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And pass the silyer beakers tall, 

From ha^d to hand along. 
A hundred sweet-voioed minstrelSy 

That strike the harp, sit round ; 
A hundred white-haired Magi, 

In sable garments gowned ; 
With men-at-arms and esquires. 

And mimes and pages gay. 
And stout surooated heralds, 

In green and gold array. 
And many a gladsome greeting. 

Salutes the well-matohed pair — 
lir and the Ladye Eva, 

The monarch's daughter hit, 

Lir and the Ladye Eva — 

Six years are passed and gone. 
And with them Ladye Eva — 

Her dayS) alas ! are dona 
She died in the prime of beauty,- 

As dies a summer flower ; 
She died, like the fleeting rainbow, 

The child of sun and shower. 
But ere, like flower and rainbow. 

The Lady Eva died, 
Four gentle babes of beauty 

Were bom fix>m her fiair side ; 
And as upon her death-bed. 

With heart that well nigh brake. 
She lay, she called her sister. 

And sadly thus she spake : 
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^'O sister, sweetest sister mine, 

A momnfal death I die, 
My breath is -wasting fiuat and fast, 

Take tiioa my latest sigh. 
I feel the long grass growing. 

In dews above my breast; 
I feel my limbs descending down 

To earth, to take their rest 
To-morroVs dawn may see me, 

Aa cold as coldest day, 
From thee and firom my children dear, 

My spirit &r away. 

« Bat sister, sweetest sister. 

My babes I leare to thee, 
Be thou to them a mother kind, 

And treat them tenderly. 
As I, if thou wert dying, 

And those thy children were, 
Would for thy sake defiand them, 

So hold them in thy care.** 
Fair Eva kissed her children. 

With lips as cold as stone, • 
She tamed her &oe onto the wall, • 

And made her dying moan. 
And Aifie in that momrait. 

Made many a solenm tow, 
Of love and sweet affection, 

And pressed that day-cold brow. 

lir and the Ladye Aifie^ 
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A year being passed aad gone. 
They sit in the Andent Palace, 

That shines as onoe it shone : 
Princes, and knights, and minstrels, 

Magi and ladyes fair, 
And glittering robe and tunick, 

And nuptial feast are there ; 
Wine in the silver beaker^ 

And light from golden lamps. 
And mail-clad men, and banners bright, 

The spoil of hostile camps ; 
And festive mirth and gladness, 

And the purple-blushing bowl. 
And soft stolen looks of fondness, 

That spake the inmost soul. 
And from his throne the monarch 

Descends and joins their hands. 
And every heart with gladsomeness, 

And happy hope expands. 

Ah, me, for the Ladye Aifie ! 

The sad and solenm vow. 
She made ^hat dying mother, 

Is alj forgotten now. 
The mother she lies sleepiog, 

All in the cold black eaHh, 
The sister she sits smiling, 

AU in her nuptial mirth ; 
The mother is dead and biiried. 

Her soul is with her sires. 
The sister sits exulting, 
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In songs from golden lyres. 
And little she heeds that midnight, 

When at the dying bed, 
She Yowed her promise solemn and sad, 

Before the still and dead. 
And often, yea, and often 

The thin and weeping shade 
Of Ladye Eva rose frt)m earth, 

Her sister to upbraid. 
*' Thou heedest not my children, 

Thou heedest not thy vow," — 
And Ladye Aifie's envious heart 

Is filled with madness now. 

And still they grew in beauty. 

Like fair young forest trees. 
Which open their bright and vemant leaves, 

To dew and sun and breeze. 
They grew in strength and beauty 

Ab day succeeded day, 
like stars shining out of heaven, 

Afl twilight &de8 away. 

• 
Away in her magic chariot 

The Ladye Aifie flew, — 
Away, away on the rustling winds 

like waves that round her blew. 
And with her she bare those gentle babes 

Far off frt)m mortal view; — 
0*er vales, in hills sequestered, 

Through forests dark and deep, 
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To lone Lough Deig she bare the babes, 
Wrapped in a mystic sleep. 

She stood by the shining waters; 

And waved her enchanted wand; 
And her stole of darkest sorcery 

The Ladye Aifie donned. 
She stood by the shining waters, 

That trembled beneath her spell; 
For the waters of earth and the shapeless winds 

Blnew Ladye Aifie welL 
And she struck the sleeping children 

Each with her wand of might ; 
Four Swans she saw before her, 

Stately and purely white. 
Four Swans of snow-white beauty, 

That waved their musical wings ; 
Each with a sweet soft human voice, 

That, oh so sadly singsl 
Like the wild and moumful soughing 

Of winds through churchyard graves, — 
Like the deep and solemn moaning 
« That bursts firom the midnight waves, — 
Like the sad and sorrowful sighing. 

Of gusts that force their way 
Through the long and echoing cloisters, 

Of mouldering abbeys gray, — 
Like the voice of waters £edling 

Through lonely glens at night, — 
Like the keene of the wailing women 

That search the field of fight. 
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Alas for the Ladje Eva! 

In the narrow hed she sleeps; 
And the sad and drooping cypress tree 

Over her dark grave weeps. 
The lonely hirds of the woodland, 

Around it whirl in flight ; 
The winds with their sorrowftd voices, 

Wail over her tomh at night. 
The clouds drop their dews above her, 

The thistle bends his head. 
And these are the sole companions 

That cling round the cold and dead. 

Alas for the Ladye Eva ! 

Her babes she loved so well, 
Transformed to Swans by magical art — 

Alasl where shall they dwell t 
And will not Ood rise up, and break 

The chain of that feartul spell t 
And still their musical weepings 

Pour through the echoing air, 
A world of the saddest sorrows, 

Of deep and dark despair. 
O Swans of the snow-white pinions ! 

I weep your sad mischance; 
My soul is dark and sorrowful. 

Like one in a deadly trance. 

Now years have passed nine hundred, 
Since that eventful day, 
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And the Swans have fled from Mojle's brown stream, 
To the shores of the clear Lough Neagh. 

And plaintive are their weepings, 
And wildly sweet their songs ; 

And men repeat with sorrowful lips 
The story of their wrongs. 

And lir and the agid monarch 

Have gone to the narrow bed ; 
And thirty generations 

Of that old race are dead. 
The place in which they prided, 

It knoweth them no more ; 
They passed away like forest leaves, 

Or the waves on the ocean shore — 
The leaf that last year sprouted — 

The wave that swelled to day. 
In beauty and light alike are gone, 

And passed for ever and aye. 
So pass the generations 

Of peasants and of kings ; 
So &des away from this dream-like earth 

The li^ht of mortal things. 

Oh ! who is this white-haired Stranger, 

With solemn step and slow. 
With golden cross and mitre. 

And vestments pure as snow. 
And boys with bells of silver. 

And candles in the hand. 
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With reverend tread advancing 
Along tlie pebbly strand 9 

By the clear Lough Neagh he paces, — 

That tall and white-haired man, 
And closely still those weeping Swans 

His eyes were seen to scan. 
And he raised his hands to heaven, 

And long devoutly prayed ; 
And thus to the Swans, with angel smile. 

The holy Stranger said : 

^' O Swans of the snow-white pinions 1 

Fly hither unto this place, 
For I have prayed to heaven for aid, 

To give ye the sign of grace. 
O Swans of the snow-white pinions 

Your hour of joy is nigh ; 
Then hither unto this altar, 

I, Patrick, bid ye fly." 

They came to the blessM altar. 

And safely nestled there. 
And the Holy Man four crosses of gold 

Hung over their necks so fidr. 
And he prayed to the Lord of Heaven 

To bless them evermore : — 
Their plumes fiill off — ^their starry souls 

Through the crystal sether soar ; 
The Qates of Heaven are opened, — 

The Children enter in, 
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To sit with the good for ever in blias^ 
Unstained by earthly sin. 

God grant that I, and all who hear, 
A like retreat may win. 



Within this Sacred Book, by Heaven inspired, 

And given to Zaratusht, the Holy Messenger 

Of Qod to man in ages fax remote. 

Are lessons, prayers, truths, and laws divine. 

Such aa the Spirit of Light itself reveals 

But to the Chosen Twelve who are the mouth 

Of perfect wisdom to the sons of earth. 

In the fair Orient was its advent bright ; 

It shone on man as shines the Morning Star ; 

It called him from the idols, at whose shrines 

Impure he bowed his soul of majesty. 

Adoring images, ignoring Ood. 

It spake in words of thunder-flame, it flashed 

In dazzling lightnings on his troubled mind, 

And by its own supreme and sovereign presence 

Proved its divinity and heavenly birth. 

Mountain and forest, river, lake, and grove. 

In those tax distant days, had each their god, 

Or tutelary goddess, at whose altar 

* A copy of thifl Scripture, very different from the spurious 
one foisted on Anquetil du Perron, is among my papers. Zand- 
»- Vesta means The Everlasting Fire- WorcL 



ON THE ZAUD-A-VESTA. ' 79 

The priests attended and tlie people bowed. 

The planets, too, were worshipped, and the son 

And stars, and all the other visible features 

Which indicate God's mighty handiwork. 

And man knew nothing of the Supreme Father, 

But lavished aU religion upon symbols, 

Sunshine, and fire, and beasts. Therefore was sent 

To Zaratusht this Volume of pure light. 

That he might summon man from fraud to Truth, 

And lead him from the mesh of priests to God. 

And so it came to pass. Therefore do thou 

Who woiildst in wisdom garment thy clear soul. 

And school it for the splendid after-life 

Which followeth this, as surely as the day 

Succeeds the night, seek in this sacred Book 

The lessons that shall make thee pure and wise. ^ 

Think not that to this narrow western world 

The Father gave true knowledge of Himself 

And hid it frt)m the East and orient men, 

But know that all true light proceedeth thence— 

£x Oriente Lux ; and that this light 

Is God's religion freely given to all ; 

For are not all mankind the sons of God % 

And feels He not as Father unto all % 

Therefore, my brother, read, and for thyself 

Judge if it be not a true Word of Truth ; 

And if thou find in it such speech sublime, 

Such doctrine frtigrant with the flowers of Heaven, 

Such love celestial as the East hath found. 

Bow down before it reverently, and believe 

That God is not so partial or unjust 
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Afl to resfcrict the knowledge of Hunself 
To tribes or sects, but that He gives it freely 
To all mankind, albe&t in different waya 



[Mfluachra and AixA, the two fair danghten of Guilliii Cualgne, of 
the magic race of the Danaans, onoe saw and fell in love with Fionn, 
or Fingal^ the beauteous son of ComhalL Miluaehra was jealous of 
her sister's charms ; and hearing her one day take an oath that she 
would noTer marry any man whose hair was gray, she determined, if 
possible, to make this rash vow a bar to her union with Fionn. She 
assembled her friends of the Tuatha-de-Danaans, and by the power of 
their enchantments they called forth a magic lake at the side of Slieve 
GuiUin, which had the property of rendering old and gray-headed any 
person who should enter its waters. This done, she assumed the 
form of a beautiful Doe, and appeared to Fionn as related in the 
Ballad. Then followed the chaoe and transformation, which ended 
in the deetniotion of the Enchantress's cave. The magical cup which 
restored his youth to Fionn, endowed him, at the same time, with 
additional wisdom and knowledge.] 

Ughtl J through the forest glancing, 

like an arrow sharp and fleet. 
Flies a Doe of milk-white beauty, 

With black eyes and twinkling feet. 
O'er the glades that laugh in sunshine. 

Through the dells that sleep in shade, 
Darts the Doe of milk-white beauty. 

Trembling like some frighted maid. 

Quickly rose the Son of Comhall, 

Calling loud his fidthful hounds, 
Bran and Sgcelan, and they hurried 

When they heard the well-known sounds ; 

* Pronounced Filn, rhyming to June. 
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Through the forest, &r outspreading, 
In pnrsoit the monarch hies, 

While the milk-white Doe of beauty 
Still before him onwaand flies. 

Oh ! the morning sun shone sweetly, 

When the w<»id'rous chase began, 
Yet the evening sun descended, 

While still followed dogs and man ; 
Through the many woodland windings, 

Cer the forest's grassy floor, 
While the milk-white Doe of beauty, 

Flashed before them evermore. 

Till they came to old Slieve Guillin, 

The white Doe before them flew ; 
When they came to old Slieve Guillin, 

Then she vanished from their view. 
East and west looked Fionn all anxious, 

North and south the monarch gazed, 
Sweet and broken was the ba3dng 

By his sad hounds wildly raised. 

From the deep heart of a valley, 

By a silver-bosomed lake, 
Strains of plaintive sorrow wander. 

And the forest echoes wake ; 
Wild and mournful was the music 

Afl it struck the monarch's ears, 
And the voice to which he listened 

Seemed a voice of sobs and tears. 
E 2 
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By the still and gentile wateiB, 

Where the weeping willows twined. 
He beheld a beauteous Ladje 

On the lonely bank ledined ; 
From her wild blue eyes of sweetness 

Fell the big tears of despair, 
And adown her neck of lilies 

Swept her long dishevelled hair. 

And, ** Oh, say, thou beauteous Ladye,'' 
Thus outspake the noble chie^ 

^' Whence proceeds thy great affliction ? 
And whence comes thy song of grief ? 

Hast thou wandered in this wild wood — 
Hast thou wandered from thy wayl 

Or can knightly succour aid thee, 

enchanting Ladye, say 9 '* 

Then outspake the lovely Ladye, 

Smiling through her tears of woe, 
'' Gentle chieftain, noble chieftain, 

Since my sorrows thou would'st know. 
In the deep well of yon river, 

lies a jewel rich and rare, — 
A gold ring of brightest lustre. 

Which this mom my finger ware. 

And this jewel, rich with diamonds, 

1 do love more than mine eyes, 
More than all mine other jewels 

Do my foolish wishes prize. 
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Since rose the morning sunlight 

I have wept this lake beside^ 
Gazing like a maid distracted 

O'er its waters deep and wida 

Gentle chieftain, valiant chieftain, 

Wilt thou find mj ring lor me ? 
'Wilt thou dive beneath the sleeping waves, ~ 

And 'search them curiouslie t " 
Scarcely spake the beauteous Ladye, 

When the brave and noble king 
Plunged beneath the shining waters 

Of the lake to find the ring. 

And alas, alas 1 what languor 

Seizes on the monarch's limbs ; 
His brawny shoulders shrivel 

In the moment that he swim& 
He crawls into the valley green 

With footsteps fiunt and slow, 
His eyes grow dim and glassy, 

And his hairs as white aa snow. 

In the Hall of Spears at Alwin 

There is festal joy and mirth, 
The wine-cup sparkles brightly, 

Brightly shines the blazing hearth. 
Oh ! where tarries our brave monarch. 

From the feast of cups and shells 9 
And why stands his gold chair vacant 

While the harp's proud music swells. 
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Sadly rise hia noble chieftaiiiB, — 

To ihe wild wood foiih they wend. 
Where the green and drooping willows 

With the lake's blue waters blend. 
Deeply sighed the stricken monarch 

As he saw his chieftains bold. 
To their wondering ears his stoiy 

With slow fisJtering tongue he told. 

For three whole ni^ts they laboured. 

Till they burst the Witch's cell: 
For three whole days they clamoared. 

Till they found that imp of hell. 
From her throne of magic terror 

She descended, trembling, pale, 
Shivering like a flighted spectre 

On the gloomy northern gale. 

Then she moved unto the monarch. 

Bearing in her snowy hand 
A Gup of strange Enchantment, 

Which he drank at her command ; 
The spell passed off like darkness. 

And the monarch stood confessed. 
In the light of all his beauty 

And his former splendour dressed. 
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CJfe Htgenlr at "^tbu, IKng 0f |x:)tl»n])r. 

Sling Le¥^ he was the noblest knight 

That ever in Erie's isle was seen. 
And bright as the son on that morning fiedr, 

When wending forth to the forest green. 
Ah/ those were /aerie days. 

The birds they sang in the rustling leaves, 

The streams they leapt from the sparkling hills. 

And the purple blushes of bonnie May 
Fell softly oyer the sylvan rills. 

Ah I those were/aerie days. 

Then np arose the Faerie Queene ; — 

« Bring hither my harp of gold," quoth she, 

And into the woodland thick she rode^ 
On her palfrey white as the moonlit sea. 
Ah/ those toere/aeris days. 

She struck the strings of her golden harp, 
And* so divine was the hymn they spake. 

That the harts and hinds in the forest green 
Ban down to listen frx)m bush and brake. 
Ah/ those were/aerie days. 

King Lewy he rode through the woodland green, 
And followed the sound of that harp divine ; 

He saw but the trees and the dancing leaves. 

And the streams that laughed in the bright sunshine. 
Ah / those werefacrie days. 
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King Lewy he rode on the velvet turf, 
And ohl hia ejes thej shone to see 

The beautiful Ladye with harp of gold 
Beneath the shade of the old oak trea 
Ah / those were /aerie days. 

The birds they sang in the rustling leaves 
The streams thej leapt from the sparkling hlUs, 

And the crimson snule of the virgin May 
Fell sofUj over the sylvan rilla 

Ah I thoee were/aerie days. 

Her shining hair and her snow-white hands 
Flashed fax and wide o'er the grasey dell ; 

And whether she was frt>m heaven or earth, 
That noble Knight he oould not telL 
Ah! ihoae toere/aerie days. 

The bean-field's bloom lit up her cheek, 
like mountain snow her glossy skin ; 

She looked a beautiful fieierie bird 
On a leafy spray so lithe and thin. 
Ah/ those werefaSrie days. 

Her palfrey white frisked by her side, 
The saddle with precious stones was set. 

The bridle was made of the ruddy gold, 
The housings bright of silken net 

Ahl those toere/aerie days. 
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King Lewy he leapt from his slender steed. 

And leant down on his knightly knee ; 
" Oh, never before such a Ladje &ir 

In cottage or hall 'twas mine to see." 
Ah! iho86 ioere faerie day$, 

" Sir Knight, I am the Faerie Qneene — 

The Faerie Queene, Sir Knight, am I. 
And wilt thou dwell in mj golden halls. 

And thine own palace of marble fly ) " 
Ah! those fjoere faerie da/y8, 

*' O Fa^e Queene, I will gladly leave 

My palace of marble with thee to stay ; 
And better it were than the proudest throne 

To feel the spell of thy gentle sway," 
AK! thoee ujere faerie days. 

" Sir Knight, I am the Faeiie Queene, 
And mine are the spells of the magic might ; 

And wilt thou leave thy ladye love 

To dwell for ever with me, Sir Knight ? ** 
Ah! those were faerie days. 

** O Fa^e Queene, I will gladly leave 

My ladye love to dwell with thee; 
For better than thousand years of life 

One hour beneath thy smile to be. 

Ah/ those toere faerie days. 
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SHe pieBsed the Knight to her heaving breast, 
The birds they sang, and the purple smile 

Of evening glistened sa Cleena* clasped 
The noble King of the Ocean Isle. 

Ah! those were faerU days. 

The stars are in the gleaming skies, 

The cuckoo coos in the leafy boughs, 
And through the forest alone they rode, 

T^iTig Lewy and Cleena his £0017 spouse. 
Aht those werefaeris days. 

Away and away to her golden halls. 

Away on their steeds of light they go ; 
And Erie's knights they search in vain 

For their king, whom they shall see no moe. 
Aht those were faerie days. 

And golden bright are those magic homes. 
And silver clear are those lovely lakes, 

And like the voice of heaven the songs 
Which the Faerie Queene from her gold harp wakes. 
Ah I those were faerie days. 

The trees are jewels of sparkling beam ; 

And when the winds are breathing low 
Through their rustling leaves, no music on earth 

Is like the strains from their boughs that flow. 
Aht those were faerie days, 

* The Faerie Queen of Irish mythology. 
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Two htmdred years in this dream of bliss — 
Two hundred years that seemed a day; — 

Xing Lewy he goes to the Faerie Queene : 
*' A boon, O ladye sweet, I pray. 

Aht those v>erefaeri$ days. 

I dreamed last night I was once again 

In my Ocean Isle enthroned in state ; 
And may I go back for an hour, O Queene, 

And sit in the halls where once I sate i" 
Ah! those voerefcusrie days. 

'* For an hour, sweet love, to thine Ocean Isle 

Go back thou shalt, but oh beware, 
Ab thou prizest thy gift of immortal youth, 

Set not thy foot on earth while there." 
Ah! those were faerie days. 

They brou^t King Lewy a magic steed : — 

*^ While this thou ridest, gentle knight, 
The gloiy of youth shall still be tlune ; 

But never, O King, on earth alight." 
Ah! those werefalerie days. 

King Lewy he came to his Ocean Isle, 

And through the forest green he rode ; 
And he was aware of six champions fierce, 

Who paced in front of the King's abode. 
Ah! those vmefaXrie days. 
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The champions fierce they saw the knight^ 
But knew not the face of the noble King ; 

They mounted upon their stately steeds^ 
And circled him round in hostile ring. 
Ah! OkoseumefiariMdays. 

" Ho, ho, Sir Knight, what brings thee here, 
Thou ridest well on thy slender steed : " 

King Lewy he smiled a scornful smile^ 
Nor checked his magic courser's speed. 
Ahf tho9e were/aerie dai^ 

" Ho, ho. Sir Knight^ now halt^ we pray ; 

Six champions bold and brare are we ; 
And none shall enter these palace walls." 

" By my Ladye faire will I," quoth he. 
Ahf tho9e were/aerie daiyz^ 

King Lewy he drew his trenchant blade, 

And charged and smote those champions round ; 

He gave six thrusts of that broadsword green, — 
The champions dead were on the ground. 
Ahl Aaee foere/aerie dof^. 

The King came forth from the palace walls ; 

On foot by the golden gate he stood, 
And saw his champions bite the dust, 

And roll in the stream of their own red blood. 
Ah! those were/aSrie day$. 



a^ABi. 91 



*^ Ho, ho, Sir Knight^ dismount^ dismonnt, 
And fight with thy King a^K>ot," qaoth he, 

** Or else thoa art but a craven knave 
Of base descent and of low d^p:^ee.'' 
Ah/ iho9$ wore/aerie dcBy$. 

King Lewy he leapt from his magic steed. 
The magic steed he neighed alond ; 

King Lewy he touched the earth, alas! 
He fiJls down dead in that goiy crowd. 
Ahl those werefaerid days. 

The King came near that noble knight, 
And saw on his neck the coUar of gold : 

Alas, and alas! *tis that monarch brave 

Who vanished unseen in days of old. 

Ah! those toere/aerie days. 



Tes ! — ^I can well believe the Eastern legend 
That IDjami tells us of this Sheikh inspired. 
Whose sacred apologues seem angel-songs, 
But who, to common men, was only man, 
Who had not tasted of the Springs of God, 
The ever-flowing crystal wells of lighii. 
'' One night,'' he says^ '^ I lay in dream, and saw 
The Gates of Heaven open : forth there came 
A host of angels^ shining Sons of Alia, 
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With golden, glorious beakers in their hands, 
Filled from the paradise-fountains of the stars ; 
And all the place was luminous with splendours. 
I rose and spake with one, and asked him why 
He bare the beaker t and reoeived for answer — 
'Ihea/r them to Sheikh JSaadt, qfShvrdz, 
Whot while I epeak, is permmg words divim, 
That are as music even to Ood Hinisdf* 
* Sir/ said I, * wilt thou tell me this great verse V 
The angel answered — ^ Hearken amid how down : 
To him who understands^ the grove of trees 
Is a great Volume^ which in every leaf 
Displays the wisdom of the Lord owr Father,^ 
And having spake, he vanished ; quick as thought 
I sought Sheikh Saadi's cell, and by his lamp 
Beheld the sacred Poet : all was still 
And beautifiil, and breathing heavenly calm ; 
And round him were the glittering angel-choirs, 
With the star-waters from the paradise-wells ; 
And in that moment heard I him chant forth, 
In tones of sweetness issuing from his soul, 
The very words the glorious Angel spake : 

' To HIM WHO UKDEBfirrAin)6, THE GBOVE OF TREES 

is a gbeat volum^ wbioh in evert leaf 
Displays the wisdox of the Lord our Father,' 
And having heard, I bent myself before him. 
Confessing Saadi for a priest of Heaven." 
Ck), reader, and do likewise : so shalt thou 
Bise from the grovelling rank of men of clay, 
Who have no poet-mtudc in their being. 
But are the soulless rabble of this earth. 
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And in oommnmon with the great inspired, 
Thj soul and spirit shall ascend on high, 
And bathe them in the starry paradise founts. 



Cfi^e f riiujess j$nnin. 

In sUver light the river glides, 
Its pace is like some royal bride's ; 
The Princess Seinin, on the strand, 
Awakes her lute with milk-white hand, 
BtU WAD she smUea no more. 

The Water-Fay, within his caves 
Of crystal clear, beneath the waves, 
Hears the enchanting strain, and kneels 
Before her, and his love reveals, 

Bui now she rnnilee no more. 

In waving plume and armour bright. 
He seems some young and noble knight ; 
An emerald belt his sword sustains j — 
The Princess fair his love disdains. 
But now eke smiles no more. 

The Water-Fay departs in rage, 
And vows some vengeance dark to wage 
Upon that &ir, but scornful Maid, 
Who coldly heard him while he prayed, 
BtU now she smiles no more. 
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The morning's dawn of blttsliing rose 
O'er waving woods and waters glows, 
The Princess Seinin seeks the lone 
Secluded creek she calls her own, 
Bt£t now she mdlea iio more. 

Here is she wont her bath to take, 
When morning's golden sunbeams break, 
From the blue mountain crests that gleam 
Above that broad and princely stream, 
But now she smiles no more. 

The silver fir, arbutus green, 
And willow o'er that wild nook lean, 
And water-lilies, bright as stars. 
When night her glittering gate unbars ; 
Bui now shs smiles no more. 



The Princess Seinin does undress 
Her lily limbs of loveliness, 
And goes into the waters deep. 
Which round her like white roses leap ; 
But now she smiles no more. 



And never shone the sun on maid 
More fjEdr than her who bird-like played 
Amid the waters, wreathing there 
The beauty of that Princess £ur ; 
BtU now she smiles no more. 
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The Water-Fay, in page disguise, 
Unto the monarch's palace hies : 
** Oh ! haste, and Princess Seinin save, 
She sinks beneath the yawning wave ; " 
But now she snUles no more. 



Up and away the yeomen dash, 
They seem to hear the waters clash ; 
They reach the sweet sequestered nook ; 
The Water-Fay, he cries out, " Look ! " 
BiU now she smiles no more. 

No struggling Princess there they see, 
But all is calm as calm can be ; 
The yirgin Princess hears the sound 
Of human tongues, and turns her round ; 
But now she smiles no more. 



Oh, horror ! does man's eye behold 
That unveiled form of beauty's mould % 
She reddens like some blushing noon, 
And sinks beneath the tide in swoon ; 
BiU new she smiles no Tnore, 



The Water-Fay bore off the maid; 
In vain the yeomen strove to aid ; 
He bore her to the ciystal cells, 
And halls of coral where he dwells ; 
But now she smiles no more. 
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Yet often is her spirit seen 
To rise, when shines the moon serene ; 
Her golden lute is often heard. 
When stars the zone of night engird ; 
BtU now she smiles no mare. 

The princely Shannon bears her name, 
Her grave may well that gloiy claim ; 
Her story else had passed away, 
With many a l^rendary lay ; 

BiU now she smiles no more. 



f be liniflfrt of |twbiiittin. 

The evening sunlight slowly sank 

O'er Inchiquin's blue lake, 

The tall, bright towers, with silver gleam, 

The glassy waters strake. 

And from the terrace looked the Knight, 

Across the landscape wide. 

Of winding mountains, crowned with pine, 

That beetled o'er the tide. 

What swans are these, with snow-white plumes, 

Disporting in the west. 

And sailing o'er the moveless lake. 

With arched and stately crest 9 

Their silver necks are golden wreathed ; — 

The Knight enraptured stands : 
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" And, oh ! " he cries, '' for swans like these, 
To grace mj wave-girt lands." 

As starlight melts across the lake, 

And o'er the beach of leaves. 

The Knight of Inchiqtiin in thought 

A wily plan enweaves : 

The swans of beauty proudly float, 

Nor dream that man is nigh ; 

The Knight grasps one, the rest with screams 

Of sadness star-ward fly. 

The Knight exulting bears the Swan 

Within his castle's walls ; 

And, oh 1 what wondrous fsume change 

That lovely Swan befals : 

Her snow-white plumes and wings are gone, 

A Virgin young and fair 

Before him beams with eyes of light, 

And stany crown of hair. 

Her breasts are foam on sunny waves, 

A golden harp her voice, 

Such heavenly beauty round her shines. 

As makes his heart rejoice. 

Bright in her ringlets still she stands, 

Like son^e sweet stream of light ; 

And thus with rosy smile she greets 

That brave and blooming Knight : 

" Three pledges of thy love I crave, 

r 
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Ere I will yield me thine ;" — 

'' A thousand aak, and they shall be 

All offered at thy shrina" 

** Our union thou ahalt seoret keep^ 

From dice and wine forbear^ 

And bring no stranger to these halls ;" — 

The Knight exclaims, " I swear !" 

He rose — ^he clasped that blushing Maid ; 

The golden heavens beheld 

Those nuptials sweet ; and in their ears 

A fa^'rie music belled — 

A music soft, and wild, and deep, 

Like that which travellers hear 

At night, when magic moonlit hills 

Of elves they wander near. 

And days passed onward winged with joy, 

And who so blessed as they t 

Three lovely children in those halls 

Of stately splendour play ; 

And ever still, at evening's &U, 

That faerie music steids 

Across the lake, whose echoes sweet 

Catch up those silver peals. 

The mom is bright ; with horn and hound, 
The Knight a-hunting goes ; 
Alas ! he little dreams how dark 

That day will round him close : 

A gallant train of Knights he meets 

Ajnid the mountain-chase, 
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And still they Hunt, nor see the mist 
Of storms grow thick apace. 

At length it burst — the thundet's flame 

Enwraps them in its fold. 

And hail, and rain, and tempest-winds, 

That make the blood run cold. 

The Knight foigets his plighted oath, 

And asks that weary train 

Of fidnting Chiefii within those walls^ 

That all his wealth contain. 

<'My Ladye fair," alas 1 alas I 

What fiEierie strains are these. 

Like woman's wail of wildest giie^^ 

That moan apon the breease f " 

He hears them not^ or heeds not aught 

The tidings that they tell, 

Nor dreams he ne'er again shall hear 

That sweet, soft evening belL 

They reach the Castle ; ladye §Bm 

Is none to greet that train, 

That living dream of beauty's light 

Shall ne'er be seen again. 

She plunged, with swanlike wing and plume, 

Within the crystal lake, 

And melted with her children three, 

As melts the snowy flake. 

The Knight, in madness wild, fills high 
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The wine-cup to the brim, 

And flings the dice ; but grape or play 

No sweetness bear for hinu 

He loses all — Elands, fiefe, and hall ; 

And ere the morning's beam 

In blushes smiles o'er lake and wood, 

His life hath been a dream. 

They laid him in the silyer beach 

That bound the crystal tide ; 

No wife or child stood round his bier, 

And none his tomb beside ; 

But oft at moonlight faSrie strains 

Are heard across the wave, 

While glides a Swan with snow-white plume, 

And sings above his grava 



Gray old Castle 1 throned above the river, 

Ivy-mantled ruin, stark and lone 1 
From thy cells and cloisters murmur ever 

The deep accents of the Past and Gone. 
Beauteously and slow the shining wave 

Glides beneath thy towers dusk with time, 
Time, that crushed and brought thee to the grave, 

Still hath clothed thee with a spell sublime. 
Gleams of other days, historic glory, 

Knightly daring, &ith heroic, glow 
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Through thy fiUlen arches &med in story, 
0*er thy once-proud ramparts, now laid low. 



In thy primal youth thou wert a monarch, 

Firmly seated on thine iron rock. 
Still defying rebel, traitor, anarch, 

Hurling down on them thine arrowy shock. 
Armies marched to quell thee o'er the plain ; 

Horse and horseman, catapult and ram, 
Strove and raged against thee, but in vain : 

Never made thy haughty towers salaam. 
Who that knew thee in thy puissant splendour, 

Gould foresee thy present drear decay t 
Could foresee that thou wouldst thus surrender, 

And from grandeur rot into decay t 

Centuries have rolled since thou, all glorious 

In the strength and pride of youth, didst rise 
Bristling bravely, and with arm victorious 

Flaunting out thy banner to the skies — 
The White Hart upon his scarlet field,* 

Tripping lightly, and with royal mien. 
Borne by kings on corslet, casque, and shield. 

Still foe-£Eudng wheresoever seen. 
Now it waves not, beats the breeze no longer : 

Flag-staff, ensign-bearer, aU are past ; 
Time hath been thy foe, and proved the stronger ; 

Time hath felled thee, not the battifr-blast 

* The banner of the royal GUn-Kenealy. 
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Gould I sommon from thy dark reoeBses, 

Soldier, statesman, minstrel, priest, or sagi^ 
Blooming virgin, with her flower-like treasesi 

Plumdd knight, with arch and saucy page. 
Could I call to life each gallant band 

Who within thy walls exulting dwelled — 
Eye of fire, and brow of thought, and hand 

Which the harp or fiedchion deftly held, — 
Stately were the Vision that before me 

From thy portals would descend in pride ; 
But the wish were vain, and nerer o'er me 

Shall they gleam whose bones thy -vistas hide. 

Blackened are thy dark and solemn pillars ; 

Lichen, ivy, weeds, thy robes are now ; 
O'er thy spacious court-yards pass the tillers 

With the labouring horse and snouted plough. 
Sad and soft the melancholy breese 

Breathes its dying diige above thy day ; 
From yon agdd church amid the trees. 

Pours the owl her inaucfpicious lay ; 
And upon the sabbath, when the singing 

Choirs awake the echoes o'er the green, 
Seems the song as of some spirit winging 

O'er thee, with its sad funereal keenei 

Oh 1 how often in my youth Tve hearkened. 
As I paced amid thy glimmering cells. 

Which the Bembrandt hand of Time had darkened, 
To the distant mass's music-spell^ 

" Ave Maria SteOa," like a chant 
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Areatihed £rom beayeai, stole upon my ear, 
And wiUi faiUi I &lt my pulses pant, 

As the ** Miaerere " hymn came near. 
Days of dreams,' of legend, myth, aaid fiible. 

When my child-like spirit all believed, 
Mounting heavenward on a Tower^of Babel, 

like the framers of thai Tower deceived. 

Yet was not that ferveoit fiuth all bttnen, 

Though delusive as the desert stream ; 
Time hath shown me since the lights that are in 

Every creed that sheds on man its beam. 
I have sought the soul that lives in each. 

In strange lore have made myself at home. 
Mastered secrets wrapped m foreign speech, 

Pored till mom o'er many a mystic tome, 
But in none have I found more devotion. 

Even not in thine, sublime IslAm : 
None that moves with more profound emotion. 

Bousing up the heart like trump ar shawme. 

Whither strays my wayward £uicy, whither? 

Let me back recall it imto thee, 
Buined abbey, which the tempests wither, 

Ivy-mantled Fort so dear to me. 
With another land my fette is bound, 

In another land my bones shall lie. 
Far from this ancestral sacred mound. 

Underneath another roof or sky. 
Never, never more may I behold thee^ 

Never pace again alcmg those aisles ; 
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Yet Uiongli distant, still shall thought enfold thee 
To its heart with filial tears and smiles. 

M nmng now amid thy crumbling arches, 

Olden golden memories o'er me spread ; 
Through the desert past my &ncy marches, 

And evokes the gray and ghostly Dead. 
Will they hear me ? will they come once more 

From the Land of Shadow where they dwell ? 
Will they back to earth and sorrow soar, 

Bursting death's transcendent brazen. spell ? 
Soul and spirit ! oouldst thou bear to see them, 

Rushing on thee like the lightning flame 9 
Wouldst thou not be tempted quick to flee them f 

Canst thou answer for thy nerve-sprent frame 9 

Now thy £uicy clothes them in Elysian 

Colours, in the pomp and pride of old ; 
What, if otherwise upon thy vision 

They ascended, — couldst thou dare behold 9 
Hark ! I hear them — yea, I see them now. 

Star-beam-like surround me as I gaze. 
Mystery written on each shadowy brow — 

Secrets dark of dim and distant days : 
Some are beautiful, and brave, and noble — 

Hero-forms, with hero-step and mien ; 
Some I dare not look on — ^woe and trouble 

In their weird and dismal eyes are seen. 

Silently they come, and still surround me : 
Old and hoaiy men, with ioe-blue eyes j 
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Tiigmay who in spell divine have bound me, 

Wafting airs and lights from Paradise ; 
Soldiers, clad in steel, with yizor down ; 

Sheathdd swords, and plumes, and martial crests ; 
In their eyes methinks T trace a frown, 

Though their arms lie folded on their breasts. 
And the ur than fields of ice is colder, 

And the silence stills my very heart : 
The life-heat within me seems to smoulder, 

And my pulse with fitful glow to start 

Sinks the sun within his purple chamber. 

Yonder fidntly gleams the crescent moon ; 
What a sea of roses, gold, and amber. 

Floods this vesper sky of radiant June I 
As I turn away my thoughts from those 

Who are near with cold and shadowy gleam, 
Witii new life my waked-up being glows : 

Music lapses through me like a stream, 
And some fieur-off Minstrel song is waking 

In the bosom of the lonely dells — 
Plaintive songs, as if his heart were breaking, 

Sad as are the dying swan's fi&rewells. 

like a requiem o'er those long-dead warriors. 

Sounds that sad and melancholy strain, 
Greeting those who now have burst their barriers, 

And from death have hither come again. 
Leave me, leave me, gray ghosts of my sires ! 

On the moonbeams seek your shadowy home ; 
F 2 
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Nought ye bring bat sorrowBy or deGdres 
Unfulfilled, that shine and pass like foam. 

Nought je bear but gloomy recollections, 
Broken images, and hopes dashed down, 

Hopes in which I shrined my young affections, 
But on which the fates and fortune fix)wn. 

Thus have ended all my splendid dreamings : 

I desired, but dared not hope they'd rise ; 
They but came to vanish straight, like gleamings 

Of a meteor seen in summer skies. 
Fare ye well, ye Spirits of the Dead ! 

Fare ye well ! nor anger feel if I 
Haye evoked ye from the narrow bed. 

Where in restless, misty trance ye lie. 
Beauteously the moon shines forth from heaven, 

Silvering fidlen fort and living plain, 
Chasing from my soul all earthly leaven, 

Broodings o'er the past^ and visions vain. 
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pure and limpid fountain, 
What snow on Alpine mountain 

Sparkles like thee t 
While on ihy turf reclining. 
Our features, soft and shining, 

Ia thee we see. 
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The ZephyiB flitting o'er tliee» 
O foTint, methinkB adore thee. 

And linger still, 
With wingletB bright and tender. 
Oyer thine eyes of splendour, 

And drink ihdr filL 



A thousand sonny flowers 
Their finigrance, like ridi dowers, 

Aroond thee shed $ 
And through the woodbine branches 
No breeze its coldness lannches 

On thy calm bed. 
Sunshine upon thee sltunbers, 
As if thy rills' sweet ntunbers 

Lulled it to rest ; 
The stars of night and morning 
For ever are adorning 

Thy crystal breast 

Abont thy banks so fingrant 
That little rose-winged vagrant, 

Gnpid, is seen ; 
And in Hky silvery waters 
Bathe the nuld Ooddess^laiighters 

In beauiy's sheen. 
The Dryads robed in brightness, 
With feet of &wnlike lightness. 

The Graces Three, 
Beneath the golden glances 
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Of Hesper, weave their dances, 
fount 1 round thee. 

Pan leavea his rosy valleys, 
And by thy brightness dallies 

All day, and wakes 
Echo— the forest-haunting — 
Up with the notes enchanting 

His wild pipe makes. 
Here, too, at times, resorted 
Fair Venus, when she sported 

With amorous Mars, — 
Their hearts with passion beating, 
And none to view their meeting 

But the lone stars. 

Play on, thou limpid fountain, 
Eternal as yon mountain 

Olympus-crowned : 
Gush on, in Light Elysian, 
As Poet's shape-fiUed vision. 

Or Apollo's round. 
The smiles of heaven above thee. 
And the stars to love thee. 

Fount, thou shalt glide 
From thy crystal portal. 
Strong, beauteous, and immortal, 

Whate'er betide. 



f 
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Cja . 

The winds and the waves are asleep, 

And the greenwood trees are still, 
And the white douds softly creep 

O'er the brows of the distant hill : 
Come hither, oome hither, sweet love to me, 
And under the shade of the greenwood tree 

Sing fond remembered lays 

Of the dear old summer days, 
"When thou and I were dreamers wild, — 
I a Boy, and thou a Child, 
In those bright summer days. 



Look upon the shining air, 
All about ih.ee, Ladye &ir ; 
Tis the brightness of thine eyes 
Thus sheds sunlight through the skies. 

Look upon the purple rose 
Underneath thy foot that blows ; 
Ladye, 'tis thy gentle tread 
O'er the flower its blush doth spread. 

Look upon me, so shall I 
Seem in sunbeams sweet to lie ; 
Smile upon me, and I know 
Bound me flowers shall seem to grow. 
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Sunlight vaxuakes with day. 
But thou passeet not awaj ; 
Boses wither with the springs 
But thou dost not 8o take wing. 

In the night mj star thou art, 
And the sweet rose of my heart 
Hither, hither, Ladje &ir, 
like a spirit bright and rare. 



t/ir 



In the green and leafy wood, 
When the gentle sisterhood 

Of stars are bright^ 
Wilt thou, wilt thou, Ladye fidr. 
Wander fondly with me there^ 

By the pale star-light? 

We shall stroll beneath the trees. 
Through whose booglu^ interstices 

The young moon flings 
Smiles as sweet and pure as thinc^ 
Or the million rays that shine 

In a spirit's wings. 

We shall wander by the stream, 
Gazing on its water's gleam 
Glassing the skies, 
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Hand entwined with hand tiie while. 
And upon me bent the amile 
Of thj loTing eye& 

As its waten g^de along 
We shall listen to its song, 

Whose melody, 
Though it charm full many an ear, 
Still is &r — oh ! far less dear 

Than thy voice to ma. 

On the turf we'll sit and pull 
Flowers the most beautifhl — 

A moonlight wreath ; 
ft Though their bosoms perfumed be. 

Have they, love, the fragrancy 

Thy kisses breathe ? 

When our garland is entwined, 
I with it thy brows will bind — 

O garland blest ! 
Of this floweiy diadem 
Eveiy leaf is worth a gem 

On a monarch's breast. 

Then, along the turf well walk, 
Talking only Gupid-talk, 

And the sweet bond 
Of affection, which, methinks. 
Our two spirits closely links 

In one spirit fond. 
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Or, within our own dear grove 
We shall sit and talk, my love, 

TKon, my sweet theme ; 
How I first before thee knelt, 
WUdly, fondly loyed, and felt 

Thee my life's dream. 

How thou wert within my heart 
Long its bright Star ; how thou art 

Still, still mine own ; 
How nnto the paradise 
Of thy £BLce and shining eyes 

My whole life hath grown. 

As our Eden moments fly 
Thus beneath the purple sky. 

The stars shall shine 
With a sweeter, lovelier light 
On that bower flower-dight 

Where thou and I recline. 

In the green and silent wood, 
When the starry sisterhood, 

With footsteps bright. 
Trip along the azure air, 
Meet me, meet me, Ladye fedr, 

By the pale star-light. 
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There ifi a snowy yase of many flowers 
Beside me in my window as I write ; 
The purple pride of choice and blooming bowers — 
Sose-redy and yellow, damask, pink, and white, 
And -violet blue like heayen's cerulean light ; 
And through the green leaves and the petals fine 
The setting sunbeams softly pierce and shine. 
Beloydd ! this reminds me still of thee, 
Who art a living €ku*den fidr to see, 
With every beauteous floVret intertwined ; 
And this fair sun is as thy lucid mind. 
Which shines so brightly through thy form and face. 
Lending to every movement perfect grace. 
As if by heaven itself in choicest form designed. 



Alone, alone with thee, thou glorious Se& 
The blue above in heaven, the green around, 
With ever shifting, ever tremulous lights 
Sun-tinted splendours, iris-flashing beams! 
Lo ! I am rocked as if on emerald air, 
I and my boat j my oars lie o'er her sides 
Sparkling like silver in the sun ; while I 
Stretched o'er the thwarts, am wafted where the wind 
And wave impel — an atom on this vast ; — 
Heedless where'er it bears me in this calm 
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And muBio-lyeathing moment ; the soft zephyr 
ShedB sweetnees round me like a honied dream. 
So I sorrender up my wandering thoughtB 
To nature, and the spells that she inspires. 
And leaving Ptoclus give my soul to Heaven, 
As freely as the wind that o'er me plays. 

Sea ! Sky ! how beautifbl ye are I 

In aspect how divine, how great, how pure ! 

1 feel my spirit blend with ye in love. 

I feel mine inner nature spread and swell 

Into sublime proportion, till it folds 

The earth, the sea^ the heaven within its arms. 

As though it, they, and all, were one and alL 

Qod breathes his splendid light within and through me ; 

Its starry magic flows through every vein ; 

Its fires celestial raise me as on plumes 

Into the etiiernspheres, where Beauly dwells. 

Crowned with immortal glories ; the dark chains 

Of sense fieJl off, and I am borne on high, 

By the winged eagle, to celestial dimes^ 

As Qanymede from Ida, — all my being 

Etherealised into the Infinite, 

And like the Infinite divinely blest 

O Nature, how I love thee ! how my soul 

Delights to gaze upon thy splendent form. 

Till like Pygmalion, raptured by the sight, 

And passionately fond, Qod gives tliee life 

In every feature ; — and thou art not matter, 

But vital essence : in thy streams and hills 

And vales and mountains^ trees and herbs and flowors. 
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And all the liviiig creatures that they hold^ 
I see and feel the active soul of heaven ; 
I blend as with the godhead, the Divine ; 
I give myself devotedly to thee, 
In silent loving worship of the heart, 
Until my soul no longer dwells in day, 
But is made one even with the Universe, 
Mingled in love with mountain, sea, aad sky, 
So great the majesty of its hi^ thought. 
And as I now float o'er this emerald sea, 
This wilderness of waters, with no sail 
In sight, and £ur away from land, I feel 
Such aspirations swell my soul, as give 
Even unto me — a frail, faint, finite being. 
Emotions such as gods themselves might own. 

Ocean of wonders ! could I pierce thy depths 
And dive into thy dark and azure breast, 
Below, below, £ur, &r, and &r below. 
Amid shells, searweed, and cerulean gleams. 
What sights should I behold 1 Upon thy floor 
The Roman, Greek, and Dane sailed forth in pride, — 
The Korman, Qaul, the Anglian, and Spaniard, — 
Their haughty banners o'er thy mirror flashed, 
Their gilded galleys passed in royal state. 
Their iron prows like tigers met in fight ; 
Their soldiers, helmed and corsletted in steel, 
Sank in the dire death-grapple ; raging storms 
O'erwhelmed the wealth of princes, casting down 
Their cherished treasures on thy barren sands ; 
And underneath the spot o'er which I float. 
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Divided only hj a plank from death, 
Are golden diadems and ooats of mail 
Embossed with gems, and there are torques and rings, 
And idols rich with jeweliy, and chains 
Of silver; carved with rarest art, and caskets 
Filled with rich wines and perfumes, and lost barques 
Crusted with corals, in whose mouldering holds 
The fishes make their home ; the wealth of Ind 
Is bedded in thy grave ; embroidered shawls 
From the far Orient, China, and Assyria, 
And turbans bossed with diamond and pearl, 
And swords and daggers from £1 Sh&ms, are buried 
, "Within thy caverns, — all these treasures lie 
Beneath thy calm. And yet how mild thy fJEice ! 
How sweet, how Mr, how treacherous 1 my soul 
Shrinks, as I rise and look into thy heart, 
And think how ruthlessly thou wouldst engulf 
Me and my boat, if winds and destinies willed. 

There was a story told me when a boy,* 
As first I essayed Yirgil, — *twBa where he 
Describes Charybdis and the horrid gulf 
Wherein, with Scylla, she sucks in the ships, 
And shoots her dark green billows at the stars. 
Here as I paused, my gray-haired teacher laid 
EUs book upon his desk, and taking off 
EQs spectacles, detailed how in old days 



* It 18 to be found in Brydone's Tour through SicUy oimI Malta, 
p. 84. SchiUer haa written a poem on it, called The Diver. Eveiy 
schoolboy hears it from his teacher. 
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A oertam King sat over this death-golf^ 
And smnmoning all the boldest in the land. 
Flung in a golden beaker rough with gems. 
And said, This prize be his toko brings it back. 
But none would venture. Then his anger rose, 
And he b^an to chide them all as cowards, 
And wished that he were king o'er men indeed — 
l^ot timid women, who were thus afiraid. 
Stung by his tannts, a certain Youth stood up, 
And said, King! Qm wrath is not deservedy 
For here a/re men as brame as ever btectthed; 
BfU this drectd whirlpool is a present death, 
Tet wiU I vemJt/wre — not for thy cup^s sake, 
BfU/or the honour of my brethn'en here. 
Thus speaking, he plunged in ; the yawning wave 
Swallowed him in its hungry jaws ; a groan 
Burst from the women, from the men a sigh, 
For he indeed was loved of many. All 
Bent their fixed glance upon the King, who half 
Ashamed, would shun their gaze, and sought to hide 
His thoughts in rapid talk with those around. 
And thus the moments passed : each instant seemed 
An hour, a day ; and murmurs, curses rose 
Against that cruel man with the gold crown. 
And many an eye was fixed upon the surge 
That raved and roared, and hissed and spurted foam 
From its deep heart, and sang a funeral knell. 
And women wept, and children cried, and virgins 
Fainted in fear and sorrow. And the gulf 
Heard them and still howled on ; when lo ! as if 
A spirit from the air, the youth shot up. 
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Bearing the golden beaker high aloft, 

And waying it with pride : his isuce was pale, 

And stark his limbs, as those of one whose struggle 

With the grim foe beneath had been a fight 

For life indeed ; so to the King he came, 

And laid the beaker at his feet, and told 

Of many a wonder underneath that wave 

Of yawning caverns fiUed with shapes of dread, 

The dark and cruel monsters of the deep, 

Who rushed upon him with cold pitiless ejes 

That breathed deep hcnrror, and with many a wile 

Sought to entrap, entangle, or devour ; 

While overhead the thunder rolled in waves, 

And all around and underneath was turmoil. 

Bushing and roaring, horror, and mad foam, 

The weltering frenzy of the gulf of helL 

Thus spake he ; and the monarch, high inflamed 

With strange desire to know of further wonders, 

Took from his head his jewelled diadem. 

And flung it in the wave, and promised half 

A county to the youth, if he would dive 

Once more, and bring the sparkling treasure back. 

Long he delayed, but yielded to the wish 

Of that old man ; he plunged, he sank below. 

But never saw the light of day again. 

Softly the rippling wave of sunlit green 

Taps on my boat, as if with elfin touch ; 

And now I hear a low and silver chime, 

Sweet as a baby's murmur on the breast, 

When these brisjht wavelets melt and meet in one. 
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Ho^w oool ! how fresh ! how pure the seanngh breathes 

Upon my brow ; its perfiime, rioher fieur 

Than all Arabia's incense, glides like light 

Into the currents of mj heart, and fills them 

As if with an elixir of the gods, 

And I grow, spirit, all. Methinks I move 

Amid a sphere of rainbows ; every colour 

From deepest purple unto emerald, gold 

And rose-like pink and silyer flash around, 

As each new tract of water mirrors heaven, 

As each far-rolling wave reflects the sun. 

Such are the oceans in the spirit-sphere ; 

Such are the streams and lakes on whose bright banks 

The Children of the Happy play and dream 

Away their blest existence, in the music 

That ever is evolved from Qod's great throne. 

Oh ! that I were with t^iem, away from earth ! 

Oh! that my soul were disengaged from clay, 

And that this moment it could soar aloft, 

A wingkl Splendour, to the halls of Him 

Who made this sea, this earth, this universe 

Of most transcendent majesty and beauty. 

And clothes it every day in colours new, 

In glories, and in gleams divine and fiur, 

Like some great Painter with unceasing hand. 

On such a summer sea as this, as smooth. 
As bright, as sunny, sailed the Duke of Milan 

(The false usurping Duke) over the waves 
That wafted him to Prosperous magic Isle. 
And o*er such sparkling, green, and silver billows 
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Sped Ariel, when he raised the tempest's wrath 

And brought the shipwrecked ones to shore. Beside 

A beach like this, of blended sand and shingle, 

And delicate sea flowers,' and tinted shells 

Of varying light, the sweet Miranda strayed, 

And in a purple atmosphere of love 

Qave all her child-like soid to Ferdinand, 

And drank with greedy air the first fond tones 

That spake to her of other lands and ties, 

In music sweeter than a sea-nymph's song. 

On such a«ea-shore, too, iq lone Femandeas — 

That &bled oasis amid the seas, 

Roved wandering Crusoe, dreaming still of home, 

And happy England, with its white church spires 

Peeping from forest trees ; and Sunday bells 

That called the hamlet forth iu holiday dress, 

Through hedge-rows, wooded lanes, and village greens, 

And so beneath the low and Gothic porch 

Of time-worn stone, and wainscot dark with years. 

O Dreamers of the Past 1 I wonder not 
That ye with magic peopled the lone Sea, 
That from its deep and many-changing breast 
Ye saw strange beauty rise as Yenus rose. 
Supremely perfect, lovely as the Dawn 
When breathing roses she precedes the sun : 
For who can see the Ocean, who can glide 
Upon its glorious form, and not be raised 
Above the earth, into a mightier life 
Of thought sublime, of vision vast and pure, 
Of aspiration after things too noble 
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For earth-linked desidnies 9 I do remember 
When I too, as a Boy, strayed through Arcadia, 
And made my paradise in Hesperid' gardens, 
How often have I, tossed on ocean waves 
Ail now, and wreathed in sunshine, peered afar 
Into the purpling West, to see revealed 
A glimpse of those Blest Islands which appear 
At times to wanderers o'er the dark blue deep, — 
Those Isles of Sunshine, on whose dazzling shores 
And faerie-beaming leasowes, and green woods, 
Fragrant with all the perfumes of the earth. 
Such happiness is found as lives in love. 
Oh I how I prayed that God would shew me them ! 
And I have felt in moments, as if Ood 
Had heard my prayer ; for suddenly there rose 
Before me in the golden vesper trance 
Of glittering colours, when the sun was setting, 
A vision of those Islands : ships I saw 
With saffiron huUs and sails of silver-pearl, 
Anchored in bays and rivers of red gold. 
Beneath the palm trees or the olive mountains, 
Beneath the sloping hills of pine and rose ; 
And palaces of marble, gleaming bright 
From gardens gorgeous with the &irest flowers ; 
And minarets of ivory that raised 
Their exquisite trellis-work aloft in air, 
As if by faery fingers carved ; and gates 
Of Orient silver flashing proud with gems 
Of every brilliant hue the East supplies. 
And banners glittered, and fair pennons waved 
o 
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Their Bfcreaming aiiy loveliness ; and songs 
Besonnded from the beach, vith music blent. 
As if the happy tenants of that land 
Were dancing in delight. And through my soul 
The Yoioe as of mennaidens calling me 
Was sweetly, darkly, indistinctly echoed, — 
Was sofUy, mnxmnringly, confusedly heaid, 
Ail thus entranced I lay ; and I haye loiiged 
To spring from my frail barque and plunge into 
That sea of silyer beams, and seek that strand 
Where all these exquisite enchantments dwelled. 
Then the sun sank into the ocean's cup. 
And twilight bare the Yiaion from my view ; 
And I was left alone upon the waters^ 
In darkness and in sorrow, and I sought 
The purpling sea-shore with deeponding oar 
And disai^inted sinrit. Yet methinks 
I would not have such rose-bright picturings lost 
For all the saddening gloom they left behind^ 

And yet thou Sea, I cannot pardon thee; 

For thou didst snatch from earth the fidrest soul 

That ever shone on earth since Phoebus hymned 

Thou didst engulf him without mercy, in 

Thy fidse, bright, smiling depths. The Lesbian Sappho 

Sang not so beauteously j but her I weep not, 

For she by her own act sought out the death 

Thou gavest her. But him indeed I weep^ 

Immortal Shelley, flower-bright Child of Heaven, 

To whom the Muses gave their choicest gifts. 

Whose spirit Otod himself enrobed in suns, 
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Whose soul and mind are now amid the stars. 

Ah me 1 methinks I see him, when like night 

Bushed the tornado o'er his £Bited barque — 

Rushed madly, headlong fix)m the Appenine, 

Where in dark yulture-douds of ominous look 

It long had gathered ; with relentless wing, 

And daw, and beak, death-bearing, it swooped down. 

As if a thousand fiends were in its hearty 

And in the mighty wreck of boiling waters, 

Engulfed the Morning Star. . O ruthless Fate ) 

Hadst thou no sympathy for that bright Child 

Of Heayen, or for the dear ones whom he left ? — 

That mom, so &ir, so fire-bright, with strong soul, 

So clear an image of the true Divine. 

Oh ! what a loss was there to man for ever: 

That Paradise of exquisite thought dissolyed — 

That Fountain from which loveliness so fiowed. 

That might have still enriched the world witl) music, 

Never to die out of the echoing heart. 

But be a joy and loveliness while Time 

Exists, and our great language governs man. 

Therefore, O Sea ! I cannot pardon thee^ 

And though thou art to me, of all the Elements, 

That which I fondliest love, on which I gaze 

With most delight, o'er which I send my soul 

In quest of argosies of thought sublime ; 

And though thou most of all Cfod's mighty works 

Appearest to me the great type of God, 

In silence, majesty, and strength and beauty, 

Yet can I not forgive thee, sovereign Sea, 

For hurrying thus firom life that star of light. 
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And yet the terrible cKaoB of thy waveB 

Is not less grand, or glorious^ or sublime, 

Than is thy calm and marble dignity, 

So like the passive majesty of a god. 

Loyely, indeed, thou art, when summer veils 

Thy face in sunbeams ; but Fve seen thee rise 

As if a Pythoness inspired with flame 

From heaven, when thy brow grew black as night 

With thunders, and thine eyes shot lightning-flashes. 

And thy deep voice boomed loud ; and winds arose 

And called the hurrying clouds, and mist, and rain, 

And the loud shout of tumbling waves was heard, 

Blended in battle roar ; and eye^ and ear, 

And brain, were all confused by the dread strife 

That rushed a thousand ways, and shrieked in each. 

Making confusion horrible. In such 

A moment sank the Spaniards' haught Armada, 

When, with its gilded pomp and pride, it came 

To bind our island down in foreign chains. 

And they who called themselves " Invincible " 

Were weak aa infmts in thy giant grasp. 

This hour how mighty in their flaunting roar. 

The next a rabble of wrecks, with saals and masts 

Shattered and ropeless; gone their silken flags, 

Their tossing plumes low trailing, and their hopes 

Blown on the winds that crushed them. Thou, O Sea ! 

Didst see this spectacle, and didst shout for joy ; 

And thou didst call thy mighly squadrons back. 

And didst control them like a flock of sheep 

Within the fold, and wert all smiling peace, 

Even aa thou art now while I float on thee. 
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Spirit of Beauty ! Universal Soul ! 

How in this hour I feel thee 1 how my heart 

Opens her gates to thy loved presence . — ^all 

My being gives itself to Thee, and &in 

Would clasp Thee to its inner perfect life : 

Would own Thee, love Thee, worship Thee for God, 

For thou art Love, and Loveliness, and Light, 

And Truth, and Majesty ; and these are things 

That blend, combine, and concentrate in Him, 

The great All-Father of the Universe, 

As different from man's &lse idea of God 

As perfect splendour is from murky mist 

Here on this Sea, girt by the distant hills. 

And sparkling with a radiance most divine. 

How gloriously He reveals His glorious being : 

With what a flood He rushes on my soul ! 

With what a music He psalms forth His nature ! 

Jn what vast harmonies He breathes His laws 1 

Mountains ! ye are His strength ; and thou, O Sea ! 

Art His pulsation. As I look aloft 

Upon the sky, painted with light and glory — 

An ever-changing picture, day by day. 

Of his most radiant, ever-shifting form. 

That wears a myriad shapes, and beams, and splendours, 

Types of the Universal — as I gaze, 

And meditate, that never for one hour 

Smce first the skies cradled this sphere of man, 

Have they presented twice the same grand painting, 

But every moment still have changed and changed, 

Passing, by imperceptible transition, 

From beauty into beauty, from the vast 
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To the sublime, the terrible^ the loveLj, 
As if ihey were a caiiTa« whereon ever 
The Artist-Father limned celestial pictures; 
How can I utter the stupendous thoughts 
Of Thee that fill me 9 how in words describe 
That deep, awe^tricken, powerful sensation 
Of Thee and of Thy works that strikes my soul 
Prostrate before Thee, O Thou Sacred One) 

• • « « 

In the &r distance, sleeps the sunny land 
With beauty crowned, as though it were a Dryad 
Beposing in the flowers ; the green trees 
Are like the trees in pictures^-dark and still, 
Arching o'er forest paths, or by bright streams 
Bent till their leaves are mingled with the watersy 
And on their waving branches warble birds ; 
But here their minstrelsy is aU unheard : 
The ripple only murmurs; yet methinks 
The very absence of the birds' soft songs 
Wakens remembrance of them, and I feel 
As if this moment at full length I lay 
Upon some bank of violets and thyme, 
Drinking within the caverns of mine ear 
The dear, delicious ballads of the wood — 
The serenade of this enraptured bird, 
The lullaby of that above her young ; 
So great a witch is Fanoy in this hour. 

Ye distant Downs, brown with dark gone and heath. 
And undulating like the waves around me. 
In one part sunshine, in the rest all shade ! 
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How often baye I miued amid your depths. 

Soaring aloft as the sweet skylark raised 

His heaven-aseending song, and with him lifting 

My thoughts to God*s great palace ; or hare chased 

The fleet-foot hare or rabbit through your slopes, 

Or watched the winding stany-i^Kytted snake 

Qliding amid the bushes and wild flowers ; 

Or hunted moths of many-flashing plume, 

Or hearkened to the grasshopper^s shrill note^ 

Or gazed upon the distant wall of sea, 

Eising like ciystol, dotted here and there 

With the dark hull and sUver-flashing sail. 

While o'er the waters like a mote was seen 

The sea-mew dipping, with light glancing wing, — 

How beautiful, how full of peace ye are I 

Ages hare rolled above your waving brows 

Since ye were deep in ocean — since the vast 

Primeval waters bellowed o'er you, when 

The race of man was yet imkno wn on earth, 

And ye were then the homes of mighly creatures 

Whose yery bones haye perished Could I breathe 

life through your centre, and an instant lend 

It yoice, to tell me of the Mystic Past — 

Of centuries folded in remotest gloom. 

When this braye inhere was new, and fire and sea 

Contended for the mastery, and all 

Was forest, ocean, and yolcanic mount, 

And the great mammoth tribe of fishes, beasts. 

And reptiles owned this world ; what mighly secrets — 

Profounder in their depth than orades^ 
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Would then be heard 1 what wonders of old time 1 

What revolutions ! what gigantic changes ! 

What mysteries typical of Gk)d's high law ! 

But this can never happen. God hath willed 

That Man shoidd nothing know of those past days^ 

But see them only as in glimpse or dream ; 

Yet shall there be a time when the great soul 

That is in mortals shall again assume 

Its primal grandeur^ ere it fell on earth,* , 

And raised again to archangelic beauly. 

Shall know all knowledge, and shall talk with God. 

And see where yonder gray-haired Church peeps out, 

Amid the trees : its tower is ivy-robed, 

The noon-day sunlight glitters on its vane. 

And round it sleep, in their cold chalky beds, 

The rude forefathers of the hamlet ; Mis 

Upon their resting-places the sweet sun, 

As if to bathe them in delight ; no breath 

Of air disturbs the leaf ; the only sound 

That's ever heard within that old churchyard 

Is the wild blackbird's rich and thrilling note, 

The throstle's melody, the skylark's song, 

As mounting to the skies, he breathes carillons 

Of ever-new delight. I gaze, and gaze. 

With dosely-peering eye, and yet no motion 

Is visible in the landscape : team or man 

Wander not o'er its mirror ; all is still, 

• Alliuion is here made to the ante-terieBtrial existenoe of the 
spirit, of which so many are conscioiiB. 
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As though it were a picture, or a pageant, 
Presented to the fiuicy when it soars 
From actual life into ideal scenes, 
And on some golden landscape lingers long, 
Fearing to break the magic spell of silence. 

And thou, my little hovel, o'er the brow 

Of the fidr waters perching like a bird, 

And battlemented with the Bacchant leaf, 

Already promising autumnal clusters. 

How calmly dost thou look 1 — a ray of light 

Flays o'er thee and around ;-rSome magic spell 

Attracts me to thee. In thy quiet shade 

What happy moments have I passed, amid 

Thy flowers, and books, and pictures ; what sweet horn's 

Haye winged their flight while underneath thy vines, 

And jasmines, and wild roses, I have lapped 

My soul in dream Elydan, with the souls 

Of Homer, and Euripides ; have flown 

Aloft with Pindar, or o'er Schiller's page 

Have wandered into Dreamland ; or have laughed 

With Lucian, Babelais, Aristophanes, 

Or glorious Swift, or Scarron, or Voltaire ; 

Or given up my thought to wild romance. 

With Ariosto, Tasso, Spenser, Scott ; 

Or meditated, like the royal Dane, 

O'er Plato, Porphyry, or the Ouknephat,* 

* That is, Secrete not to be JUvealedt a work oomprinng more 
prof onnd, Bablime, and sabtle theology than the collective essence 
of all the Fathers. In imagination, learning, and high speculative 
thought, the Platonic writings are not to be named beside it. 
o 2 
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Wrapped np in Shanscreet mystery and wisdom, 

Whose every thought seems echo of a thought 

Fresh flown from Heayen, and sparkling with its light ; 

Or talked with Byron in his haj^ieat mood 

Pictured upon his page ; and from the wild 

And sibyl-soul of Shelley drawn strange lore. 

And clothed my spirit in great panoply 

From the .^Ischylian armoivy of st^ ;— 

And strolled thrfmgh Paradise-gardenA with the Shades 

Of Shakspere, Calder^n, Fletcher, Oalidasa* 

TJhland, Theocritus, and blithe Boocado ; 

Or with sw^ Hemans dreamed myself to bliss, 

Until we melted into FaSrie liuid. 

Where are thy meny sprites t I see no form 

Gambolling near thee, yet methinks I view 

Thy loved interior opened, as the Imp 

Of cloven foot disclosed to Don Olebphas 

The mysteries of BeviUo. There is Ahmed 

Poring upon the Iliad, underneath 

That flashing dame of Lely ; all his heart 

Seems bent upon the book ; beside him, near 

Keen Hogarth's speaking picture, on a chair 

Of rose-bright hue, is seated Charlemagne^ 

With arch, deep eyes, sacking the very life 

Out of St. John in Latin ; the quick rogue 

Is like young Hermes, as sage Homer drew him. 

Or as Mercutio, when he was a stripling. 

At tiie end, near Oaravaggio's breathing canvass 

Of Jesus and the Baptist^ I can see 

Grave Henrietta o'er her patchwork, while 

Her brother, with his meny eyes of Uue^ 
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I Stout Mauiioey carves, with engineering skill, 

I A piece of wood into a windmill-shape ; 

j fair Arabella wreathes a bunch of flowers 

Into a garland worthy of Aglala, 
Or dances gracefully in silken scarf; 
And little Maiy Annesley sprawls about 
Beneath the mantling oleander leaves, 
Now pointing to this Titian, dark with light, 
And now to this sweet landscape, which O'Connor 
Painted as if with rainbow-tinted pencil ; 
And now she sees an orange, and with quick 
And fawnlike foot is on it^ ere we know 
What well she aims at, and she lays the fruit 
Before her mammy, and with eloquait look 
(For speak she cannot), asks her to dissect 
Its golden, fragrant quarters, — and 'tis done. 

How still, how sUent^ are the glens of heaven 1 

I look aloft, and in their windings see 

No trace of life or motion ; even the clouds 

Move not, but hang like curtains, blue and gold, 

Over the earth and sea. There soars no bird 

Into the crystal arch, but all is vacant ; 

And yet methinks the whole is filled with life. 

Although I see it not. It cannot be 

That God has made this splendid vault <^ beauty. 

To be a grave without a living souL 

O Shapes invieible ! descend unto me. 

And breathe your melodies into my thoughts. 

And flash upon me with your heroic forms. 

Bringing me tidings of the luminous plains 
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Of light and glory where joxa homes are placed. 

Haye I not schooled mj soid to be like you 9 

Have I not raised my thoughts from earth to God f 

Have I not fed me on sublimest dreams 9 

And yet ye come not, answer not my call, 

Ye heed not my wild prayer. Oh ! that I 

Could rise from flesh, and mingle with your choirs, 

And fill my soul and spirit with the light 

That is your atmosphere and vital essence. 

Beautiful ones, invisible, but real^ 

Dwellers amid the douds, descend and bear 

My pining spirit &r and &r away, 

And make her one with your enchanted choirs, 

And waft her with you to the kindred stars. 



At Charing-Oross by Northumberland House, 
When I was a student at old Gray's Inn, 

I sauntered one day in my sunbright youth, 
And wondered what trophies I yet should win. 

I looked at the statue of Charles, and thence 
At the Nelson Column, and thought that kings 

And glory and power were after aU 
But mites or motes— ephemeral things. 

Here was an omnibus loaded with cits ; 

Here was a coach with a duchess inside ; 
Here flowed a current of women and fops, 

Haunting along in folly and pride. 
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Cabmen, senators, parsons, cads. 
Lawyers striding down to the Hall; 

Anxious suitors, milliners, clerks, 
And a coffin with plome and pall. 

While I looked at this current of life, 

Boiling along its allotted way, 
Happened a scene I shall never forget. 

While I walk about in clay. 

It was a woman with snow-white hair, 
Poorly dad and worn and weak ; 

Feeble her limbs, and she tottered along 
With footstep fidnt and with aspect meek. 

By Northumberland House she stood ; 

A moment she stood, and she fiunted away; 
Hurried along the sensual crowd ; 

Did they not help her? — ^no, not they. 

Cabman, senator, parson, cad, 

Galloped along with upturned nose. 

Why does she dare to block up the streets 9 
Drunk she miuat be, we suppose. 

There came a Man on whose broad fidr brow 
Genius gleamed like a glowing star ; 

He is one of our Judges now. 

Then the brightest light at the bar. 
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Oh! how tenderly in his arms 

Did he raise that woman weak. 
Oh I how gently did he soothe ] 

Words of mine were fisant to ape ak. 

Tenderly as a child he bare her 

Into shelter, out of the crowd ; 
So the shepherd suooours the lambkin 

Under the blast of the tempest bowed. 

Cabman, senator, parson, cad, 

Shamed into feeling, helped her all ; 
Ever since then I have thought that there's something 

Good in the air of Westminster HalL 



Oh ! was there any language ever on earth. 

Could match the eloquence of loveHspeaking eyes t 

Or is there any music under heaven 

So soft, so sweety so exquisite to the soul. 

As that which breathes in glances soft as dawn 

From the fond eye when first it glows with love t 

Where'er you look it lights on you alone ; 

Where'er you move it only follows you, 

Tis as a gleam of Eden quickly seen 

Through the half-opened portals^ when the Spirit 

Stands on the ohter edge, in hope, in fear, 

Of ever entering that bewitching land. 
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Beauteous tbou arfc indeed in gems and flowers, 
A living Queen of loyeiiness and thouglit ; 
Tet would I rather have one loving glance 
From those star-sphering eyes of darkest light, — 
One smile of fondness beaming from thy brow 
Unto my passionate heart, — one gentle touch 
Of that small hand, so beautifdl, so white, — 
One word of love breathed by thy paradise mouth 
And printed on my lips, than all the wealth 
Of jewelry about thee, though thou wert 
More richly dressed than now, in the full blaze 
Of Indian splendour, which beside thine eyes 
And on thy bosom are unseen by ma 
Could I but kneel to thee and speak my level 
But this can never be ; we met but onoe. 
And haply may not ever meet again. 
I spake to thee but little, though I sat 
Beside thee, for my heart was filled with love, 
And thou — ^thou didst not know that it was so, 
Tet thou hast been beside me ever since. 
Never shall I forget that short half hour, 
Nor thy soft voice, nor .those jenchanting eyes 
That weave around me now their magic spells. 
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Let me kiss those shining eyes. 
Where thy soul of beauiy lies t 
Let my lips of love alight 
On those eyelids lily-white. 
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Oh, sweet heaven, that thou wert mine ! 

How my soul would grow to thee ! 
Thou, a gentle golden yine, 

I, its fond sofltaining tree. 

Let me kiss that budding mouth. 
Sweeter than the fragrant South ; 
Let me nestle on the rose 
Round thy teeth of pearl that grows. 
Oh, sweet heaven, that thou wert mine ! 

Soul to soul in fondness bound ; 
Thou, a bright and starry sign, 
I, the air that clasped it round. 

Fold me as the stellar zone 
Folds its much-loved earth, mine own ; 
Or the rainbow, bright and clear, 
Folds the gmiling hemisphere. 
Oh, sweet heaven, that thou wert mine I 

Ne'er in life or death to part ; 
Thou a spirit in its shrine. 
And that shrine my fidthful heart. 



Shemseddin Hafes, in his early youth, 
Loved Shakhi Neb6t»* fiurer than the Star 
Zohair, and graceful as the bending branch 
That in the silver stream its foliage dips. 

* Branch of sagar-cane. 
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Her alflo loved the Prince of proud ShiiAz ; 

And many wondered how the Maid would give 

Her heart, and whether youth or power would win. 

Now hear ye, how this gentle Virgin did. 

Outside ShidLz is Firi-Sebz, so called 

Because at certain times resorted there 

A Sage Immortal of the byegone dajns^ 

Who, on the true that watched for forty nights, 

Bestowed celestial gifts — the gifts of song. 

These gifts Shemseddin Hafez longed to hold ; 

And so he sought the sacred mystic spot. 

Tet on his way he cast a loving eye 

Upon the house where Shakhi Neb^t dwelled. 

And sighed, but sighed in vain ; for no fond glance 

From lattice or balcony strewed his path 

With flowers or gems. But still he sought the place^ 

And hoped, when Hope herself might well despair. 

So for the nine-and-thirtieth time he went, 

When like a sunburst on his dazzled eye. 

The beaming Virgin shone, and beckoned soft 

With delicate white hand, and called him in, 

And covered him with roses : long he stayed, 

Until the night approached ; and then with will 

Of iron, but with heart that struggled much. 

He tore himself away, and ran and ran 

UntU he found himself at Piri-Sebz. 

So when the splendent stars and moon shone bright 

O'er tree and stream, and in the flowering trees 

The nightingale sang songs as sweet, as soft 

Ah Israfil's— that Angel fair of €k>d, 

The Immortal Sage appeared in emerald robes 
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More flaahing than the searreflected moon, 

And gave him a gold cap that sparkled high 

With heavenly nectar. Quick ShemBeddin drained 

The draught celestial, and with it acquired 

The paradise gift of poesy divine. 

So to the Virgin's house he back returned ; 

And then in speech all lustrous with the light 

Of melody and love and hope, revealed 

The secret reason why he fled away 

From her, in whom his heart of hearts was placed. 

She hearkened and forgave, and gave her hand 

To him who was to be the Prince of Song. 

And so she left the Prince of proud Shiribs 

To mope in melancholy like an owl 

Amid his courtiers, chamberlains, and slaves. 

Now tell me if this Yiigin did not well t 



O love! O wondrous love, how wonderful, 

How lovely, and how terrible is thy force 1 

Thou givest to the gentlest heart a power 

As great as that which moves the mightiest soul. 

Thou art God's energy in toil and trial, 

Inspiring strength that breathes of heaven, not earth. 

This saw I proved in Florence. On a day. 

It happed a lion fierce with Nubian flame 

Burst from the Grand Duke's gardens, where he caged. 

And through the stately streets he bent his march, 
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Lashing Iub fiankB. His eyes breathed terror round ; 
Fire flashed from ont their pupils ; and he roared 
Like a low muttering thunder ; at the growl 
Quailed every heart, and ereiy wayfarer 
Fled in dismay. But there was one, a Woman, 
Who in her tenor dropt her baby down. 
The lion seized him, when she too with heart 
Courageous turned — a lioness at bay. 
She &oed the tawny savage ; on her knees 
She fell before him, and with a mother^s love 
Prayed fiercely, earnestly, with tears and words 
And passionate gesture, that would move a stone. 
To spare her child. The lion stopped, surveyed 
The weeping frantic woman with fixed eye ; 
His ravenous nature melted was by love ; 
And so he laid the in&nt at her feet, 
And like a monarch in his pride passed on. 
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When Attila the Hun, the Sword of God, 

Had taken Aquileia, it chanced 

He saw the Ladye Bigna^ the most fair 

And lovely woman in the captured city. 

Her beauty fired his heart ; her sunbright eyes 

Shot flame resistless through his stubborn soul ; 

And so he sought her, but she would not hearken. 

/ cannot be thy wife: IwiU not be 
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Thy miairess : thus she spake, and cast her ^es 
Upon him with a fixed and noble pride. 
But he, the lord of milUona, soomed repulse, 
And said, Thou muat be that which I may toilL 
jyhve eaamot persuade theej/oree may do it. 
Knawest thou not I bear the sword of Mars, 
And that no Uiving power on earth can cope 
With AttUa : be mine, or thou shalt be. 
The Ladye Digna heard ; a moment's thou^t 
Opened before her the safe starry road 
To honour, safety, purity, and Qod. 
And thus she spake to AttUa : King/ 
Cheat is thy strength indeed; amd iflhau sayest 
The word, I know that I must needs obey. 
Follow me to yon tower,/ar remote 
From eye and eair, amd then — ^no nlbre she spake. 
But led the way. The impatient monarch strode 
Quick by her side ; they reached the lofty roof, 
From which the rolling river underneath 
Was seen — a line of silver. On the heaven 
The Ladye Digna fixed her soft blue eyes, 
Shining with fiadth sublime in heaven's Qod. 
Follow me now, she said, if thou wouldst hone me ; 
And so she cast herself in headlong death« 
The river bare her body; but the winds 
Wafted her spirit into Paradise. 
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Past are the horrors of the fight ; the troops 

Of Prince Sabinus have been crashed ; Vespasian 

Is once again an emperor with no foe. 

His Roman eagles have swept o'er the plains^ 

And borne his triumph on their outspread wings. 

Sabinus flies, but large rewards are offered 

To him who shall betray that hapless prince. 

So in a cave remote from stately Rome 

He hid himself, but not alona His wife 

The noble Eponina^ fair and bright 

As the young Morning Star, was by his side, — 

A glory in his darkness ; days rolled on. 

And months, and years, and still they loved and lived 

In that stone cavern, deep amid the woods. 

With howling wolves around them, and but scant 

Participation of the light of heaven. 

But she was sunbeams to him, — stars and flowers, 

Music and birds, and rivulets, and air, 

Nature herself in all her golden hues. 

And in her presence peace and love were seen, 

And beauty, and sereneness, and content. 

So nine years rolled ; but in the end betrayed. 

The two were brought in chains before Vespasian, 

Who, pitying not that matchless love, condemned 

Sabinus and his wife to death. No tear 

Escaped her ; no weak prayer for mercy flowed 

Erom those firm lips that despot force disdained. 

But looking on her husband with a smile 
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Of pride and love and constancy, she spake : 
Happier toe both have lived, though UTkdergrownd, 
Thorn yon proud monarch on his guilty throne. 
Let hie aeeaseine come cmd strike the blow ; 
Together, hand in hand and aids by Me, 
We'U die, andpaesjrom eaHh to Ood^efree heaiven. 
And so it was. And in a few short jears, 
Vespasian and his lace were seen no more. 



They bound him Hying on the wheel ; they bared 
His beautiM limbs upon its savage beams ; 
And left him in the sun to pine and die, 
Or own the guilt in which he had no hand. 
And one by one the crowd departed home. 
And in the night I found myself alone 
Before that cruel cross. The stars came out 
like angels from their dark blue gates in heaven, 
Serenely caJm, gentle, and beautiful, 
As if no sin or suffering could come near 
Their holy atmosphere of silver light 
Oh I how I longed to fly away with him, 
And be alone in some sweet starry sphere. 
Where only happiness and peace abode ; 
And we should sit beside green ocean streams, ' 
Or from blue caves of crystal watch the moon, 
Or in the woodlands lying, hear the birds. 
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And with these longings^ tears were in my eyes, 

And in mj heart deep agonies and pangs. 

That songht relief in prayer. Then I rose, 

And with thick logs of wood piled up a stair, 

On which I mounted to him, laid myself 

Upon his quivering limbs and bursting head, 

And stroked the hair which the night wind had blown 

Over his face and in his bleeding eyes. 

leave me, dearesty leave me to my fate. 

The day unll break, arid they shall find thee here, 

Eow will they then wreak vengeance an thee; fiy, 

Nor add new misery to thy wretched kueband, 

Seeing thee sink beneath their cruel stripes. 

Thus spake he ; but I aziswered : IwiU die 

Be/ore thee, with thee, and beside thee, dearest. 

Un^ thai end thy/aithfid wife is here. 

Nor shall they sqnxrate us but by death. 

And spreading out mine arms, I clasped him round 

To my heart's centre, and I prayed to God 

To take us both from life. 

The day "broke slowly ; 
The stars departed one by one ; the moon 
Had long since veiled herself in darkness ; cold 
And night dews wrapped us. As the sounds of life 
B^an to rise around us, I replaced 
The logs where I had found them, and descended : 
The guard shrunk scared as they had seen a ghost, 
And so did they report ; and thus it happed 
A mighty multitude of men and women 
Flocked to the place of torture. Foremost came 
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The wife of bailiff Winterthur, whom I 
Had known and fondly loved in better days. 
So I implored her to entreat her husband 
To ease my Endolph's sufferings by death : 
AlaSy she said, and mournfully she wept, 
He dare not chit; by the Queen hsreelf 
The eentencs woe pronounced^ and he must die 
This lingering dea/th o/tarhire. 

Then they brought 
Me bread and wine, but nothing could I taste : 
Their sorrowing sympathies were food to me : 
These cheered me in my anguish more than meat. 
The executioner stood nigh ; he spake, 
May Ood have mercy on ihie euffwing man. 
The priest felt no compassion, but cried out, 
Unhappy Rudolph ! tciU thou not comfeae ? 
To which my husband answered, Lamprecht^ weU 
Thou knowest I am not guilty of this deed. 
I had no ha/nd in Emperor Alberts death. 
The priest stood silent. Then I heard a cry. 
Make way! make toayf and lo 1 a troop of horse 
With their steel vizprs down ; fiercely they rode, 
And one cried out with harsh and vulture voice. 
Whither ha/ve flown the crowsy that the kfuwe'e eyes 
Are etiU in his head ? I knew the horrid sound 
That spake the bad heart of Duke Leopold. 
Then said another of those scornful knights : 
Long let him writhe in bloody pain and steeat; 
But these vain crowds must be dispersed^ amd iauglU 
To laughf be stiU, be silent — Intt not weepy 
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Or I shall rage against them; here no pity 

Must be displayed. Remove Ms howling wretch — 

This wottMHy who so moves them; who is she? 

Away with her. I will not have her here. 

And then I knew it was the Queen herself, 

Disguised in knightly arms — ^the Queen whose tongue 

Had given my dearest lord unto this wheel. 

Then spake a third, It is the wife of Wart. 

We thought ^ had drowned herself in yonder moat. 

Let her alone; for hers is faithful love. 

Let her alone; we can do nought vnth her. 

This was the mild soft voice of Landenbeig. 

How well, how sweetly did he speak. I could 

Have £aJlen before hinv.and have kissed his feet. 

Then said a fourth, Gertrude, he ccUm, be stiU, 

Die not of grief, but live; live and r^oice. 

Whose was this voice 9 Alas, it smote mine heart 

I could have felled him, killed him, then and there. 

'Twas his, who when my husband was condemned, 

Hissed in mine ear his serpent hiss of love, 

Saying, Away with me, — leave him to death, 

And pass thine howrs in happiness and love, 

I only turned and said, Be silent, wretch / 

Then the Queen signed unto a man-at-arms 
To raise me up^ and tear me from the wheel, 
For prostrate at its foot I lay. He came 
And strove to bear me from it ; but I clasped 
The wooden monster firmly, calling loud 
For instant death, so that I died near him ; 
But yet they would not give the boon I asked. 
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So two more men were sent, and I was dragged 

Like a wild beast away from all I loved. 

Then went the Queen with all her knights away. 

And day passed on — a long, dark, dreadful day. 

And as the ni^t fell, down again I crawled 

To the fieroe wheel, where still my Rudolph writhed. 

The rain fell down in rivers ; and a soldier 

Flung o'er my dripping limbs his doak. I climbed 

Once more to my dear lord, and flung it round 

His frozen, naked, broken, dying limbs ; 

The night wind whistled through his hair and beard ; 

His lips were dry ; his eyes had lost their fire ; 

But still in sweetness on me beamed his love. 

I fetched him water in my shoe. The cool 

Refreshing liquid gave him strength, and so 

I laid myself once more against that form 

Which was my all, my world of light and love. 

His sighs were Hemt and thick, and like a sword 

They pierced my heart I died a thousand deaths 

In that long night of misery. At length 

The moment came when his bright soul, released 

From earth, should re-ascend the spheres of light, 

And be with God, of whom he was an image 

In every virtue that befits a man. 

He moved or sought to move his dying head, 

And with a rosy smile of love that lit 

His dying &oe, he spake— ^he murmured forth, 

Gertrude I this %8 fidelity to death. 

And so he died ; and I was left alone 

Without a friend in the whole world, but Grod. 
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When Coont ConfedioiLeri waa condemned 

To death, because he, an Italian bom, 

Moved and seduced by Satan, wickedly 

Preferred his own fidr land to Austria, 

And had conspired against the Double Eagle, 

His wife, on wings of love, fled to Vienna ; 

And though 'twas midnight, through gates, guards, and 

doors 
She bursty until she stood before the Empress, 
Who was a woman though she ware a crown ; 
And in an agony of grief that melted 
The hardest into pity, she besought 
Her husband's life ; — she asked not for aught dae. 
The Empress begged the Emperor, who gave 
The thing, as though 'twere but a fly's poor life. 
'Twas all the world to her — ^to him a word. 
But being a pleasant man, he thought it right 
To teU her that the hangman had set out 
For Milan, that fiedr city of dead men, 
And ghosts who've passed away from rack and axe. 
So the Contessa hurried night and day, 
And day and night, and never slept, nor tasted 
Food or sweet sleeps but still upon a pillow 
Bested her throbbing temples, and with tears 
Moistened its silky texture, tUl 'twas wet 
As though 'twere bathed in some hot running streaOL 
She came in time—dear love so hurried her, 
And horse and man, that in the very hour 



148 POESfs. 

When the aocursM officer of Austria, 

Was gloating o'er the blood of that brave Count 

In cruel thought, his wife arrived, and thrust 

That most unwelcome of all royal missives, • 

The Emperor's reprieve, into his hand 

He scanned it, and with sighs surrendered up 

The Count from death, but bound him in hard chains ; 

And so he sent him — as the Emperor wished — 

To Spielberg's wholesome dungeons for his life — 

Wholesome for rogues that love their native land. 

But the Contessa died ; she had a heart, 

As women sometimes have, — and it was broken. 

But what are women's hearts to Emperors ) 

And so they brought him all she had to leave — 

Tlie silken pillow ; and for many a day. 

The hapless widower pressed it to his heart. 

And bare it with him in his lonely walks, 

And spake to it, and waited its reply ; 

And in his solitary hours of night. 

When through the iron bars the moonlight shone, 

And made him think that she had come from God 

And homes celestial, on that silver ray. 

He clasped it as though it had life and thought. 

And could instil into his soul a message 

Direct from heaven, fix)m her he fondly loved. 

And he would weep to it in midnight hours. 

With tears and words that God himself wrote down ; 

For the behoof of Austrian Emperors, 

And He will read them through on the Last Day. 

So 'twas the only comfort the Count had ; 

And there were times when even he was happy, 
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Bemembering that hearty which had been hi% 
And still watched o*er him from its starry climes 
And Paradise bowers. Thns the days passed on — 
Those long^ monotonous, cold, heart-breaking days. 
And even the sternest felt a touch of sorrow 
And human sympathy for that lone man. 
At last Count Yogel came, and said, ** the thii^ 
Was most irregular," and took it from him, 
And with it took ConfiJioneri's life. . 
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I would not have thee think my heart is dead 
To the divine soft influence hourly shed 
Upon my soul and spirit, love, by thee. 
Who art all-blooming — flight and melody, 
Beauteously intertwined, even as a star 
Which, while it shines, makes music from afar. 
I would not have thee deem, because no vow 
Escapes my lip, or smirk illumes my brow. 
Or courtier«peech, more often fidse than true, 
Swears to a fondness that it never knew. 
That therefore I, as marble, hard and cold, 
Bum not with love intense, although untold— 
Glow not within with those bright lava fires, 
Which every look and word of thine inspires ; 
Or that a moment passes in the day. 
Wherein I feel not that thou art away, 
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And wish tihee near me, round me, like the son. 

And long to hear thy musio-aooents ran, 

like ailyer brooks into mine inner heart, 

And throngh my brain, and so throngh every part 

Of that strange piece of organism, the frame. 

It is not so— to me thou art the same^ 

Lovely and4oving one, as in that honr 

When first I won thee, in thy beauty's flower, 

And gave thee all my being — sOul, thought, life, 

Claiming thee for mine own, my bride, my wife ; 

Whose presenoe was as though some heaven-sent beam 

Came strai^t from God to light my life's dark stream, 

Making it flow in beauty for a space. 

Sun-brightened by thine innooenoe and grace ; 

Or moving o'er its billows and along 

Their troubled depths, as 'twere a seraph-song, 

Wafted upon the echoes to our sphere, 

Into some wanderer^s delighted ear — 

Some sad, some sorrowing one^ some stricken deer. 

Never shall pass from my soul's soul the dream 

Of that ecstatic moment, when a stream 

Of light shot through me from thy gentle voice. 

Making mine inmost being so rejoice. 

That beauty still on earth with man abode, 

Shone firom thy fece, and in thy movements glowed. 

The sun was sinking in the west; his ray 

Beamed o'er the ivied tower with ruin gray ; 

The dark green wood lay basking in his light ; 

The massive keep frt>wned grandly from its height ; 

Autumn had softly tinged the yellow leaves ; 
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The distant com, piled high in golden aheaves, 
Sparkled in aafi&on richneaa. All was still : 
No light spray msUed through the sylvan hill ; 
And as I mused, in that mild yesper hour, 
Beneath a dump of trees that formed a bower, 
Behold I heard thee speak ! — 'twas but a word. 
And yet I felt my very life-springs stirred 
By that sweet melting, thrilling accent sent 
Into my soul, that straightway rose and went^ 
On wing electric, into thine^ and there 
Hath still abided, and will ever share 
With thee its vital essence. Forth I came 
From my green shrine— but need I fiirther name 
What passed ? or is it not traced deep in light 
On both our souls, as on some snowy white 
And virgin page thou'st seen letters of gold. 
Whose splendour shines more rich as they grow old ? 
There let it rest in loveliness, in trance 
Elysian, coloured o'er by wild romance — 
Tinted with all the charming iauisne hues 
Of youth and passion, and that heavenly Muse 
Who best of all loves songs that speak of love, 
And wafts them earthward £rom her realms above. 
Since then ten circling years have come and gone, 
Since we were first in soul and spirit one — 
Ten wandering years have o'er our lives ypassed, 
The first in no wise happier than the last : 
For time hath lightly flitted o'er thy brow, 
Thou art as dearly loved as ever now ; 
Nay, I know not, if thou'rt not loved the more, 
As years pass by, and I view o'er and o'er. 
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The many matchless graces that, enshrined 
Within thee, make thee perfect, form and mind. 

Here, while I dt and count the hoars go by. 
Or gaze upon the stars that roll on high. 
Raining their soft light o'er the lonely grave 
Of one to whom the world but little gave^ 
Except yain disappointments in his days. 
Reserving for his tomb its barren praise,* 
My thoughts fly back to home, to babes, to thee. 
To the wild echoinga of our dear loved sea ; 
To the sweet memories that must ever twine 
Round that dark ocean that seems mine and thine : 
The billows beating on the mournful beach. 
In solemn tones that more than sermons teach ; 
Now soft as childhood's lispings, now as loud 
As if God spake in them through storm and cloud ; 
The moon aloft that sheds her silver beam, 
O'er the lagune's sequestered silent stream ; 
The distant lights that gUtter o'er the deep. 
The winds that lull to, or awake from sleep ; — 
All these aie now before me as I write. 
Clothed in a &r-off and a faSrie light ; 
While thou, the Queen of Dreamland, shinest &ir 
Through each and all, in light beyond compare. 
Throned in calm gentleness that wraps thee round. 
In youth, in beauty, and in sweetness crowned 
I see thee draw thy lamp to that dear nook. 
Which still thou loVst so well ; and o'er a book — 

• GfokUmitL 



LETTER TO ^. 153 

Shakspere or Shelley, Homer, or the page 

Of that arch Greek, half-mocker and half-sage, 

Lucian, or tender Yirgil — ^mose alone, 

Making their lore or poetiy thine own ; 

Drinking into thine heart and fine-wrought brain,' 

The golden wine that flows in ereiy strain 

Of those divine ones ; or the wisdom shrined 

In the qnaint page that gave eyes to the bUnd, 

And, more than sword or homily, drove out 

The gods of Greece and all their rabble rout 

Of pontifBs, mystics, sibyls, galli, priests. 

Who changed the Deity to birds and beasts. 

The fire bxLrns up--4he lamp sheds splendour soft 

Over those pages read and learned so oft ; 

The oleander breathes its perAmied soul, 

From yonder window through the crimson roll 

Of folding curtains. Flowers and books are there, 

And pictures limned in colours rich and rare : 

Knights and £ur women, landscapes, portraits old 

Of those whose deeds or thoughts Fame hath enrolled 

In her historic page, and linked their name 

With genius, valour, learning, war's great game ; 

But still amid them all, I feel — I see 

But one bright flower and picture — ^thee^ love, thee. 

Hushed are the voices that the live-long day 
Rang through each room in happy childhood's play ; 
Stilled are the pattering feet that would not rest 
Until the sun was hidden in the west ; 
And questionless those Httle tongues that sought 
Oracular answer to each prying thought. 
H 2 
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Deep in repose they lie— « gamesome band, 
On whom no sorrow yet has laid the hand. 
Happy, did they but know it, in these days, 
When, fisur removed from men and the world's wajrs, 
With only those light loving tasks which thou 
Imposest on them, as their years allow. 
Has Ahmed learned his Homer ? has that arch 
Yonng wag through Latin made his daily march 1 
Has Henrietta learned to herring-bone 9 
And Arabella tiny patchwork sewn ? 
I ask not of the rest — ^too young as yet 
To touch the task that's for their seniors set t 
But all are now at rest, in childhood's deep, 
Eefreshing, dreamless, silent, graceful sleep. 
Kiss them — I know thou wilt, love, — one by one. 
Ere thou retirest, when the day is done ; 
And breathe a blessing over each fair brow ; — 
What prayer so sacred as a mother^s vow ? 
Then fold the baby in thine arms, and pray 
For him whom &te keeps lonely and away. 
Now meditating beneath star and moon, — 
And, oh I that I may join thee, dearest, soon ! 

Now to my books I turn — ^those musty tomes : 

A lawyer's ghost from each black folio gloams. 

Here's one with Page's name and crested coat ; 

Methinks I see his shade rise up and gloat. 

With fiery glee, as Savage stands before 

His glowering eye, and hears his wolf-like roar. 

So I've seen ♦ ♦ ♦ and * • • in my time — 

Denizens now in Satan's rankest slime. 
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Here is another^ writ with Jeffireyes' name : 

I wonder in what Hell he hides his shame. 

And lo 1 a third, which • * * used and read : 

I see his notes on all its pages spread ; 

The Devil's own finger-prints they seem to me ; 

Yet have I seen even good men bend the knee 

To this old caitif!^ deeming what they saw 

Was not incarnate hell, bat tnith and law. 

These are the records of chicane and fiand, 

Qoips which your special pleaders much applaud : 

Heirs plundered by their guardians, orphans spoiled 

Of the prized pelf for which tlieir &ther8 toiled ; 

Lawyers perverting justice into wrong — 

Villains with viperiah heart and adder tongaa 

Well, I must e'en toil at them — God forfend, 

However, that I work for evil end. 

Or leam therein aught that may soil my sool. 

Or bring me wealth accursed, and future dole^ 

Dragging me with its load to deepest helL 

No, let me use them only to do well: 

To make the true and righteous cause appear 

Bright as the sun ; to dry the widow's tear. 

When outraged by some power she seeks my aid ; 

To speak my mind— of no man's wrath aficaid ; 

To search with keen, dear spirit through the net 

Woven by guilt in darkness, and to let 

A blaze of light shine in, that all may see 

In its true phase the dread impurity ; 

To stand up boldly for the poor opprest, 

M Airing myself a shield before his breast^ 

To stand as firmly 'gainst the tyrant's frown. 
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And still oppose until I smite him down; 
Bent to nnfold the wisdom of the law, 
Strong in my strength, and not one quirk or flaw, 
Or those poor quibbles which have brought disgrace 
On justice^ till abashed she hides her fBuoe, 
And Bcaxcely ventures to walk out abroad, 
Lest she may be confounded with base Fraud. 
Somers and Denman, Holt and Erskine, be 
The starry lights of my idolatry ; 
And Curran, with his soul of flame and tongue. 
On whose wild melody a nation hung. 
Lo 1 as I write, their i^lendid Phantoms rise. 
In clouds of glory on my dasEzled eyes ; 
My room is lit by sunbeams, rainbows ; hymns 
Seem waited from God's courts ; the grandeur dims 
My vision, and I only feel and hear 
That something most divine and pure is near-^ 
That some fiednt images of heaven pass on 
like meteors — ah. 1 the goxgeous vidoii's gone : 
Gone from my view, but from my heart— oh, no ! 
Ne'er shall its memory from that temple go— 
Their forms majestic in that fane shall stand, 
While beats this brain, or moves this busy hand. 
Whiter than marble, white as their own souls, 
When they passed on, and over Heaven's goals, 
TTDtil God gave them thrones of light, and said — 
'< Here take your seats," and crowned with rays each 
head. 

Come, I have had enough, methinks, of these — 
Let me now turn to Aristophanes ; 
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For four long hours I've muddled o'er reports, 
Noting the wisdom of the various courts. 
O prince of j^8ter8, welcome t would that thou, 
For our behoof wert here and liring now ; 
More qplendid flDod for thy satiric mirth^ 
Grew not of old from rank Athenian eurth. 
Than round us grows ; nor sprang it more profuse. 
We, too, like Socrates, swear by the Goose : 
The loudest cackler, the most long-drawn bray, 
Leads on wise people straight from wisdom's way. 
Whom haye we in this pulpit f — a £Ett fool. 
Who makes the multitude his pliant tool ; 
Buffoon and bully, glib of tongue, but void 
Of brain and thought ; by vanity upbuoyed — 
A second Chrysostom he thinks himself, 
And puts all past apostles on the shel£ 
Turn now to Parliament, and see it filled 
With blatant coxcombs, by the whipper drilled. 
To vote that black is white, and white is black. 
And keep in place some most outrageous quack — 
Some harlequin with fifty thousand coats ; — 
What care they if he pays them for their rotes 1 
Our bards are mere dull scribblers — ^poor fifth-rates. 
With nought but fiistian in their windy pates : 
Once we drank wine, but now 'tis base small beer 
We taste instead, and sooth 'tis sorry cheer. 
Shakspere and Shelley drew from Bippocrene, 
And gave it us, but did not give the spleen ; 
Whereas, the horrid slop that now we drink, 
Gomes from a Oastalie that's but a sink ; 
It turns our stomach, but, by trick and puff. 
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We take it, till half poisoned by the staff. 

thou great Oreek;, -would that some wizard spell 
Were mine thy flashing spirit to compel 

Here for a space, that with thy pen of flame. 
Thou mightst bring back the age to sense of shame. 
And crush with ridicule, contempt^ and scorn, 
The pigmy creatures who raise high their horn, 
And think themselves the heirs of that bright band, 
Whose songs have glorified our glorious land. 

Thus have I hobbled through these idle strains — 
The fruit, meihinks^ is scarcely worth the pains 
Of cudgelling the Muse out of my brains. 
But as they are, I send them ; thoult not play 
The critic o'er them, as but t'other day, 
That terrible feUow, writing in The Times, 
Swore I could nothing make but ** eloquent rhymes," 
Which had no spark of poetry — no fine 
And purple phrases in each laboured line. 

1 leave such word-hunting to those small wits 
Whom I have named — ^I class them but with nits, 
That nestlp somehow in ApoUo's hair. 

And make that Qod of Song profimely swear : 
Creatures who, if you rob them of their phrase 
Enamelled, melt away in misty haza 
Mine be the plain, dear English, which, like light. 
Shines before all ; which Shakspere loved to write. 
Which bums with splendour full in Dryden's page, 
Jonson's and Byron's ; free from fiedse mirage. 
Or curious adjectives, or spangled words, 
Such as the tinkjing Fannius affords. 
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Let him, and bards like him, waste days and weeks, 
While some strange, dainty, compound word he seeks 
With pain incredible ; and when 'tis got, 
Another Euphnes he is, Ood wot I 
And so, in sooth, he may be — ^TU not budge 
Out of my path to strip the harmless drudge, 
Of that which he has raked with awful toil. 
And reckless squandering of midnight oil. 
Pretty it is, and makes a pretty chime- 
Pretty it looks, but costs a world of time, 
And, after all, 'tis not the true sublime. 

The Temple. 



When Hafez left the earth, and gave his soul 

To Azra^ the Angel dark of Death, 

A contest fierce arose among the people. 

Who loved and hated the lost child of song. 

And they who hated, swore by all their saints 

That Bard profime like him, who sang of love, 

And "Wine, and pleasure, and fair, yielding maids, 

Should never lie in consecrated earth ; 

And they who loved, declared, by God Himself, 

He should repose within the very &ne. 

For that his lays were beautiful as truth. 

And pure and virgin to the virgin pure. 

At length arose a Judge, who spake them thus : 



160 P0B1C8. 

" Bring the BcurcTa wrUmgs fMhar; lei u» take 
For gwde the first chance stanza that we meUP 
And it was so decreed. Now, when they oped 
The gold-illiunined Yolume, there was seen 
This gem-like stanza, which come first to hand : 
" Refuse not honowr to ihe Ba/rd^s remoms : 
Insmhe diedy hut he wiU rise in HeanefoP 
So they adjudged him honour in his death, 
And to this very day his marble tomb, 
Outside Shir^ is visited, and receiyes 
Due reverence from all : the old, the young, 
The wise, the mi§hty, and the lowly man. 
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I. 

The dead-bells were tolling^ 
The thunders were rolling. 
The big clouds were clashing, 
The fierce lightning flashing. 

In mirtL 
But yet from the heaven 
The sun was not driven ; 
Its beams glittered o'er him, 
As slowly we bore him 

To earth. 
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U. 

The sunlight so splendid, 
With thunder thus blended. 
The red eyes of lightning, 
The atmosphere bright'ning, 

Made those 
Who wept there and trembled. 
But think it resembled 
The giant mind broken 
By sorrows unspoken, 

And woes. 



m. 
For strong as the thunder 
That rends rocks asunder, 
Was he, when God-gifted 
Hift bright mind uplifted 

Her crest ; 
And gentle and beaming, 
like sunshine in seeming. 
His spirit was moulded ; 
And fondness enfolded 

His breast. 



IV. 

The prayers they were muttered. 
The answers half stuttered. 
The parson off started, 
The clerk, too, departed 

To bed;— 
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But the Spirit of Thunder 
Stood there in his wonder, 
With Lightning his Brother, 
To guard one and t'other, 

The Dead.* 



%0 



On thy brow the rose-like light 

Of youth is seen no more. 
And those ringlets now are white, 

That flashed with gold bdbre. 
Faint those limbs, and dim those eyes, 

Which, in days gone by^ 
Were as gleams of Paradise, 

Glinting through the sky. 

Yet I love thee, love thee yet, 

With a fire-bright flame, 
In my heart thou hast not set, 

But art Btill the same, 
like a lute that still repeats, 

Some olden dear-loved air ; 
While brain throbs, or bosom beats, 

Thou alone art there. 

• William Magiim, LL.D. 
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The sky is overcast, a misty haze 

Of cloud obscures the blue^ save where at times 

A broken rifb of asure bursts in light. 

Like Hope upon a death-bed ; long and loud 

The -wind awakes its melancholy trump 

O'er land and water ; and the waves arise^ 

like sleuth-hounds breathing rage, fury, and death, 

And rush in troops on the broad crumbling beach. 

A swelling ridge of ever-flashing foam 

Whirls on my gaze, as on the line of strand 

Stretching away a&r, I turn the eye, 

Peering into the fiadnt and shadowy distance 

Of tossing waters^ and unceasing heaving 

Of the Sea-Giant, who now, dark in light, 

Puts forth his strength, and shrieks his battle-cry« 

But here, in my broad window, aU is calm 

And lettered silence : winds and waves contend 

Outside, and land and water seem at strife ; 

But books, and pictures, busts and flowers surround 

My table, where I sit, and think, and write, 

And look abroad upon the tossing ocean, 

like the blest gods in the old Lucretian verse. 

What shall I do, or how employ the hour) 
I feel as idle as a flsh i' the pool, — 
A lazy, dreaming, droning, ponderous fish. 
That rests sucfpended in the dark green shade 
Beneath a rock or tree, and never stirs 
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For the whole day, but ruminates with grave look, 

Ae if the weight of worlds were on his back, 

And empires balancing in his thought profound. 

Yet, at the bottom of his working brain 

There's scarce more thought than dwells in yonder skull, 

Which from its comer fronts me with dark brow. 

And hollow eyes, and jaw well fenced with teeth. 

So I, overwearied by a week's hard toil. 

Feel all my energies depressed or lulled 

Into inaction, which the war without 

Of mighty elements, can scarcely fire 

Into a transient effort ; and methinks 

These dull dead lines daguerrotype myself. 

In the stagnation of exhausted thought ; 

And I, too, am no better than that relique 

Of what was erst a man in vigorous life. 

O thou quick Spirit, who didst tenant once 

This dome of bone, and didst inspire its dreams, 

Whither art thou departed 9 To what sphere 

Has thy strong pinion borne thee frx>m this earth ? 

Now thou dost know more than all living men. 

Though aU their science were combined in one. 

The portals of the mystic life to come. 

Thou hast passed through. Thou knowest on what zones 

Of spirit-spheres that wandering thing called Man 

First lights, when he hath left his robe of fleshy — 

Through what wild seas or skies he is ordained 

To pass in pilgrimage, — through what valliee dark 

Or mountain gorges he wends on his way. 

Before he reaches that most aweful Cktte, 
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That leads him to his destiny. Thou hast crossed 

That trackless wild that lies between oar world 

And the &r distant unseen world to come ; 

And hast experienced all its weird and dim 

And shadowy features, and its starless glooms, 

And paradise flashes. Thou hast seen what forms 

Dwell in its wilderness wastes, and couldst reveal 

If love or horror met thee on thy road, — 

If angels welcomed thee with songs of love. 

Or lost and outcast demons "hurled the blasts 

Of hell upon thee, shriTilring back in terror, — 

What phantasms crossed thy bovI in that dark hour ! 

What memories of thy days and deeds on earth ! 

What blended thoughts of sorrow, and remorse, 

And vain repentance, and of self-contempt 

For aU thy follies past, upon thy being 

Lay like a pyramid of solid stone, 

Weighing thee downward, pressing thee and crushing, 

While yawned beneath the terrible Abyss : — 

These — ^yea, and more than these, thou knowest, Spirit. 

Oh ! th^rt I could compel thee to my side, 

And by a mighty effort of the will. 

Command thee to disclose thy secret lore, — 

Bind thee in chains till thou didst all reveal 

That like a history dwells within thy soul. 

Of things that mortal man shall never know. 

Until he too has voyage made with DeatL 

What wert thou in thy days f Thy brow is broad. 
Wert thou a scholar, musing o'er thy books ? — 
A dreamer lost in phantasies f — a trader 
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Who only lived for gold and cent, per cent, I 

And left thy treasure to some spendthrift heir ? 

Wert thou a £Gkther9 did thine eyes of love 

Mirror within them childhood's paradise smile ? 

Wert thou a loyert dost thou still retain 

Her image who was once thy soul's delight ? 

Art thou and she united in the spheres I 

Or dost thou seek her ever in despair 9 

Or didst thou swear to love that never dwelt 

Within thee; and for a moment's thrill of joy, 

Didst thou deceive and lure to utter mini 

There be strange mysteries in all men's lives ; 

And thine no doubt Imth been as other men's 

Existences, and hath brought life or death, 

Gladness or misery. What unto thee now ^ 

Are all the schemes of that most cunning brain, 

In which thou didst delight 1 — ^the toils, the thoughts, 

That formed thy world, concentred all to win 

Some paltry prize, now changed to dust and ashes. 

Oh ! couldst thou answer me, what lore, what lessons 

More weighty than were ever taught by Seer 

Or Sibyl, should we learn in one brief hour. 

From thee, thou dweller in mysterious depths. 

Speak, I adjure thee ! — speak, I say !— declare 

The thing thou art^ or I wiU deem thy history 

To be so dark and dread, thou darest not utter 

That which thou wert, and that which now thou art. 

Vain hope 1 vain effort 1 all is still and silent : 

I must abide in ignorance : no voice 

Responds to mine : the dead will speak no word. 



^ A BEVERIE. 167 

And wisely hath the heaven ordained in this ; 

For if the sons of men oould know the secrets 

That are to be ; — ^the splendid crowns that wait 

To bind the brows of those who walk in lights 

The palaces of glory that are built 
^ For the fair spirits who abide in truth, 

I This were to give incentives to the soul 

! To follow Virtue, not for Virtue's sake 

But for the hire that was already fixed, 

Th6 stated price which it would have with God ; 

Therefore the Father wisely hath enwrapped 

In mysteries the Future, so that none 

Shall come to Him lured by the hope of gain, 

As they must do if He had all revealed. 

But they must seek Him for His sake alone, — 
^ ' For the enchanting beauty of His nature, — 

For the surpassing majesty of His rule, — 

And not as hii^elings, feeling only this : 

That they who follow Purity on earth. 

Must in another life with Purity dwell; 

And Purity is but one name for God 

I Now the storm rises ; drizzling mist and rain 

And wind m one vast chaos ; hark the luss, 
The shrill, sharp whistling, as though fiends were out 
Bejoicing in the havoc ; — roar the waves 
Loud as the peals of distant muttering thunder, 
And lightning flashes o*er the leaden skies. 
Yon ship I how fearfully she rolls and labours : 
The terrible gale will blow her straight ashore ; 
The horrent noise confuses eye and ear ; 
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The nerves distracted, and the clouded brain 
Abdicate all their functions ; judgment topples 
From her firm seat ; the fury of the storm 
Palsies the soul ; alas ! ye mariners, 
I fear for ye. Oome, let us up and out, 
And face the battle of the elements. 
I see the ship is almost stranded now ; 
No boat can live in this wild tossing sea. 
Gods ! what a flash — ^hark to that terrible peal. 
The coast-guards hurry onward ; let us join them, 
With ropes, and coats, and cordials for these men. 
I feel new vigour animate my soul : 
Quick, quick, for every minute's worth a life. 



%o Piss i b. 

Sing me those sweet and sacred strains once more. 
Which the religious psalmist of old time 
linked to divinest music ; wakon, too, 
With gentle touch the silver-sounding string, # 
That blends so happily with thy soft voice ; 
And while the harmony enwraps my soul, 
As if in clouds of rosy-flashing light, 
I'll lay me back and look upon the sky, 
And blooming trees, and the &r-diBtant wood, 
Just silvered by the beauteous Evening Star, 
And think that in the spirit I ascend 
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To other spheres, oelestial lands and circleB, 
Where music is the atmosphere, and love 
The only feeling of the ethereal host 
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The crystal fountains of those eyes, 

Wherein Love wadeth ; 
Those cheeks, before whose flowering dyes 

The red rose fiideth ; 
Those smiles, wherein the blush of dawn 

Seems opening brightly ; 
All the sweet airs that round thee fawn, 

like Graces lightly ; — 
These only could not move 

My soul to love. 

What are they but a radiant veil 

O'er the shrine's glory 1 — 
What do they, if they not detail 

Thy heart's bright story f 
Oh ! dearer far than sunny look, 

Or blush of roses ; 
The heart more pure than purest brook. 

That veil encloses. 
Ajak ye, then, what doth move 

My soul to love I 

I 
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That gentle heart where virtue dwells 

And meekness shineth^ 
Bound which hor fairest, loveliest spells — 

Religion, twineth ; 
Which seems like storied Paradise, 

Always attended, 
By brightest angels from the skies, 

Newly descended ; — 
That heart it is doth move 

My soul to love. 



I had a Dream of Beauty as I lay 
In sunshine, on the solitary beach. 
While winds and waters soothed me to repose ; 
And like a thousand echoes of wild lutes, 
Heard amid forests, lakes, and winding hills, 
When in the purpling west the Star of Eve 
First shews her silvery form, that musical Dream 
Wandered deliciously through soul and sense, 
And wafted me from earth into the spheres 
Where dwell the splendid Spirits of the Fast. 
My thoughts were then all radiant with delight ; 
They rose within the arch of my rapt soul 
Like stars in the blue heaven. I was alone, 
And yet not solitary, for I saw 
Phantoms more lovely than the forms of fire, 
Or the bright meteors of a summer night ; 
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And 80 they came aroand me, and with eyes , 

That breathed the beauty of a Paradise-land, 

Shone sweetly on my heart And then I heard 

A Voice of deep .^BSolian minstrelsy, 

Which to my ear sang sweetly. Thus it said : 

" Write an thy Botd^OM Visum of Ddighty 

And when thy spirit ie again on earthy 

Bevealit to the people:* 

Then I saw 
An Iris-palace in a garden sweet. 
With flowers that charmed the eye with their fine hues. 
And breathed the fragrance of a thousand odours, 
Through the sun-lighted air; and from the gate 
Gleamed many a form of female loveliness. 
In the fresh brightness of a mom in spring : — 
These were the Phantoms of £Eur Women past, 
Who, in the annals of our queenly land. 
Shine out in stately or in charming light, 
The glory of the earth and of their kind. 
And first I saw the fiur and clinging Shape 
Of Margaret Boper, as her sire condemned 
Passed to that Tower, which still o'er the Thames 
Looks like an agdd giant, from whose arms 
The horrid strength is gone away for ever. 
How beautifril was the love with which she clung 
To that old man : how holy was the beam 
That shone from her frdl eye, as bursting through 
The steel-clad soldiers, she embraced him still. 
With love that would not suffer rough repulse. 
And saw no terror in their flashing swords. 
So in a silver urn claspt to her breast 



172 POEics. 

She bare the head of him who gave her life, 
And was borne by me in a veil of stars. 

And then I saw grave Lucy Hutchinson, 

With royal mien and high imperial step — 

The very star her mother dreamed she held * 

Iler eyes were fountains deep of truest love ; 

Her glorious spirit glittered through her looks ; 

Courage and prudence, gentleness and strength, 

Combined as in a chaplet ridi and rare. 

Hot pathway seemed a milky-way of lustre, 

So shining were her words, her acts, her thought8.f 

* «< My mother, while she was with child of me, dreamed that 
she was walkiiig in the garden with- my father, and that a star 
came down into her hand, — ^with other drcumstanoes which, 
though I often heard, I minded not enough to remember per- 
fectly ; only my father told her, her dream signified she should 
have a daughter of some extraordinaiy eminenoy ; which thing 
like such vain prophedea, wrought, as far as it oould, its own 
accomplishment, for my father and mother, fancying me then 
beautiful, and more than ordinarily apprehensive, applied all their 
cares, and spared no cost to improve me in my education."— Z^e 
of Mrs, HtUchiMon, 

t The grand patriotic spirit which animated this noble woman 
is weU pictured in her own earnest language : — " Whoever 
considers England will find it no small favour of God to have 
been made one of its natives, both upon spiritual and outward 
accounts. The happiness of the soil and air contribute all things 
that are necessary to the use or delight of man's life. The cele- 
brated glory of this Isle*s inhabitants, ever since they received a 
mention in histoxy, confers some honour npon every one- of her 
children, and with it an obligation to continue in that magna- 
nimity and virtue which hath famed this Island, and raised her 
head in glory higher than the great kingdoms of the neighbouring 
Continent. Britain hath been as a garden enclosed, wherein all 
things that man can wish to make a pleasant life are planted and 
arow in her own soil ; and whatsoever foreign countries yieJd^ to 
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And by her side a Shape ambrosial moved — 
Sweet Bachel Eussell, doihed in virgin white ; 
A saint-like purity was on her brow, 
And like the heavenly Queen of Stars she walked. 
Next, like a calm and lovely summer-nighty 
When moon and stars serenely shine in heaven, 
And all is holiness, and peace, and beauty, 
Dorothy Temple came.* Upon her brow, 
Beamed like a crown the royal seal of wisdom ; 
And in her kindly smile, love softly burned, 
With vestal purity. At Moor Park, beneath 
A sun-dial, is shrined her husband's heart ; 
But had I been Sir William, in her grave 
I would have had it placed, and there alone — 
And with them was another : soft of eyes, 
The fairest) fondest, gentlest woman-heart 
That ever lighted on our Isle beloved — 
Anne Fanshawe, wife to Bichard of that name. 
Her ringlets fell in tangled vine-like curls. 
Over her bosom pure of purest white ; 
And in her full bright eyes such glory burst, 
As lights the stars that bum o'er Orient isles. 
So beamed she as she beamed in that dark hour. 



encrease admiration and delight, are brought in by her fleets. 
The people, by the plenty of their country, not being forced to 
toil for bread, have ever addicted themselves to more generous 
employments, and been reckoned almost in all ages as valiant 
warriors as any part of the world sent forth, insomuch that the 
greatest Roman captains thought it not unworthy of their ex- 
peditions." 

♦ See Courtenay's L\ft qfSiir W. Temple, for a delightful picture 
of this ezemplaiy woman. 
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When aH they sailed upon the Spanish mainy 

A roving oorsaiTy with his flag of death. 

Bore down upon their ship, and all prepared 

To meet the Algerine with shot and sword 

So when the fi^t was near, she would not bide { 

With the' other women, but was found on deck, ^ 

In strange disguise, beftide her husband dear, , 

Who nerer loved her more than in that moment.* ' 

Then like a rainbow seen amid green trees. 

With lustre faint and indistinct, arose 

A youthful form, o'er which her purple stole 

Science had drawn ; and in her soul-lit eye. 

High contemplation upon things a&r 



* ^^This/' says Lady Fanahawe, "was sad for tub passengers, 
but my husband bid us to be sure to keep in the cabin, and not 
appear, which would make the Turks think we were a man-of^ 
war; but if they saw women, they would take us for merchants, 
and board the vessel He went upon deck, and took a gun, a 
bandalier, and a sword, expecting the arrival of the Turkish 
man-of-war. The captain had locked me up in the cabia. I 
knocked and called to no purpose, until the cabin-boy came and 
opened the door. I, all in tears, desired him to be so good as to 
give me his thrum ci^ and tarred coat, which he did, and I gave 
him half -a-crown ; and putting them on, and flinging away my 
night-clothes, I crept up softly, and stood upon the deck, by my 
husband's side, as free from sickness and fear as, I confess, of 
discretion ; but it was the efifect of a passion, which I could never 
master. By this time, the two vessels were engaged in parley, 
and so well satisfied with speech and cdght of each other's force, 
that the Turks' man-of-war tacked about, and we continued our 
course. But when your father saw it convenient to retreat, look- 
ing upon me, he blessed himself, and snatched me up in his arms, 
saying, ''Good God, that love can make this change 1' and, though 
he seemingly chid me, he would laugh at it as often as he re- 
membered that voyage."— Jfemoirf, p. 98. 
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Sat like a hermit old. So looked she then. 
Am in that instant^ hallowed to all time^ 
When Roger Ascbam found her in her chamber, 
Musing o'er Plato's Phndon, while abroad. 
In the green park, with hound and meny horn, 
The lords and ladies of the household rode 
A-hunting ; but this gentle gbl — Jane Orey — 
Found more true pleasure with that Greek inspired. 
Than in the woodland, or in chasing harts. 

sacred Phantom, with what rapt delight 

1 gaied upon thee then, thou emblem pure 
Of English womanhood I And when I pen 
This phrase, I mean that which comprises all — 
Of love, of fiiith, of duty, trust, and truth. 

In their most loyely aspects, which the earth 
Hath ever held to make it image heayen. 

And yet again I looked, and there was One, 

A sweet white opening rose, but on her head 

She bare a helmet^ glittering like a crown — 

Toung Agnes Hotot, who, when her dear sire, 

On the appointed day of combat, fidled 

To meet his adyersary in the field, 

And so must forfeit his ancestral lands 

To furious Bingsdale, donned a coat of mail. 

And in Northampton county met her foe. 

Th^ fought— she conquered, and was summoned quick 

To the king's presence^ who confirmed her title 

To the disputed manors ; — ^then, indeed, 

Her sex was first reyeaied, and her Mr ringlets 

Burst from beneath her helmet to her breast. 
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And so the Dudleys of Norihamptott bear 
Even to this day, upon their crested coat, 
A record of the feat : a woman's bust, 
With snow-white bosom and disherr died hair, 
Under a hebnet, on a ducal crown. 
How beautiful was the light in which she moved ! 
What exquisite firmness in her month and step ! 
And in her eyes sweet &erieland seemed setw 
Of such true women hero^sons are bom. 
May such true women gem our land for aye, 
Keeping her crowned upon that jewel throng 
From which she waves her so^tre o'er the earth. 



WmCH I HAVE CALLED "SAINT MART^S AI8LEL 

It is a lone and gentle walk, 

O'er-arched by moss-grown woodland trees, 
Beneath whose shade we laugh and talk, 

And live in soft luxurious ease ; 
Our thoughts as bright as Indian seas 

A-sleeping in the golden sun. 
And rich as that enchanted breeze 

That blows o'er woods of cinnamon. 
Such thoughts our happy hours beguile. 
With thee in sweet Saint Mary's Aisle. 
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The ash-trees -wreathe their graoefol boughs 

Aloft, to form an arch of green, 
So closely twined, it scarce allows 

A wandering beam of sun between ; 
A dim religious Tesper light 

This walk of trees and flowers pervades, 
Saye only where thine eyes so bright 

'Shed morning radiance through the shades. 
Though dark as night, one witching smile 
From thee illumes Saint Mary's Aisle. 

Along this silent wild retreat 

The yellow cowslips thickly grow. 
While airs with many an odour sweet, 

From yonder beds of roses blow. 
Oiye me thy hand as white as snow, 

But warm as sunshine, and we'll stray 
Through the green paths, with footsteps slow, 

Till eyening yeils the face of Day. 
Oh ! what so sweet as thus to while 
The hours in lone Saint Mary's Aisle 9 

I see thee, like some nymph of old. 

Some Grecian nymph with wild flowers tressed, 
Thy silken ringlets all unrolled, 

Loose on thy swan-like neck and breast. 
I hear thee, and thy language breathes 

Delicious rapture in mine ears, 
like the bright breath of rosy wreaths, 

like the rich music of the spheres ; 
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For Angels talk, and Angela smiley 
Like thee in sweet Saint Mary's Aisle. 

How oft by moonlight haye we strayed 

Beneath this Gothic roof of leayes, 
And gazed upon the distant glade, 

With frequent trees and safl&on sheayes ; 
How oft in mellow nights in June 

WeVe rambled through the sleeping shade. 
While the soft rays of star and moon 

Round us like showers of silyer played—* 
It seemed some old cathedral pile, 
And thou the Saint of Mary's Aisle. 

At times some flute's melodious sound 

Broke through the silence of the night, 
Careering round, and round, and round. 

Like a young seraph's airy flight, 
miing our hearts with new delight ; 

Lending new yisions to the scene 
Of Fauns and Nymphs in festal rite. 

And dancing o'er the moonlit green- 
Such antique dreams our hearts beguile, 
At night in sweet Saint Mary's Aisle. 

O beauteous dreams of faerie time, 
Of tilt and toumay, knight and dame I 

Fain would I build the lofty rhyme. 
And giye your praise to deathless &me. 

Fain would I chant the olden days 

Of Nymph and Oread, Bard and Faun ; 
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But other themes demand my lajs, 

From purple night till blushing dawn — 
My songs are hers alone, whose smile 
Makes heaven of dear Saint Mary's Aisla 

Bring forth the lute, whose speaking strings 

Haye oft beguiled the summer hours, 
And while the wild bird yonder sings, 

Recline within the acacia bowers ; 
And wake once more its wond'rous chords 

With airs as fond as airs can be ; 
Nor yet disdain the quaint old words 

Of song that once I wrote for thee, 
Beceiyed with many a gracious smile 
Of thanks in dear Saint Mary's Aisle. 

Or, if thou wilt, sit still and hear 

The daasic tales we lore so well. 
To noble hearts like thine, how dear 

The great heroic truths they tell. 
Spenser and Shakespere, wild Bousseau, 

The Wandering Bard whose heart grew hell. 
Or lonely Dante bom to woe, 

Or stem Ferrara's shadowy cell ; — 
Ah I these will win thy tears awhile, 
When musing in Saint Mary's Aisle. 

Thus pass our joyous hours away, 

With flowers and music, songs and books, 

The bright and gladdening light of day, 
The beauty of thy brighter looks. 
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Why need we sigh for marble halls, 
Or Eastern pomp, or stately domes 9 

More dear to me one word that falls, 
And one love-look from her who roams, 

With happy hearty and song and smile, 

Through thy green shades, Saint Mary's Aisle. 



They laid him by the paradise stream that flows 
Outside of Tooe, beneath the cypress trees, 
And in the roses, to whose ears at night 
The bulbul sings his melting note of loye.t 
There by the music of that silver river, 
Whose rippling oft had lulled his weary soid, 
In fragrance and in light, his loved remains 
Kcjoined the elements. And many Pilgrims 
Came, and poured forth their prayers at his tomb ; 
But Sheikh Aboul-Eassdm alone refused, 
Because he praised the Magi in his songs. 
So the next night God sent the Sheikh a dream^ 
And in that trance of light he saw the Gates 
Of Paradise, and wajs invited in 



* Firdausi meanB ParadiBiacaL 

t The nightingale is called the Bird of a Thousand Songs. So 
great is his passion for the rose, that when he sees any person 
pull one of the flowers, he utters loud cries and lamentations. 
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By angels ;— -on a throne of splendent gems 

He saw Fixdausi sitting, in a blaze 

Of glory, snch as earthly king ne'er owned. 

The Sheikh bent low before the throne, and sought 

Permission from the Poet to address him. 

Firdaosi bowed, and thus the Sheikh enquired : 

^^HwD hast thou reached this glarume height of bliss f" 

Firdausi answered, in a beam of light, 

"When I was on the earth, I sang of God, 

His greatness, unity, and justice thus : 

Thou art u^atever is o/ great and good 

Throughout the Universe : I know thee not; 

But this Ihrwwy Thou art the Only One." 

So the Sheikh's spirit was again on earth ; 

And frt>m that hour Firdausi had his prayers. 



I place not my heart in pomp or power. 
In palace of marble or pillared hall; 

Such pleasures as these are the toys of an hour ; 
But treasures more exquisite far than all, 
Shall be ours tfthou wilt he minSj love/ 

A rustic garden of roses fair, 

A silver stream that glasses the sky, 

The music of birds in the sunny air. 

And bosoms that beat to their minstrelsy, 
Shall be ours \fthou wiU be mine, love/ 
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And the mormuTed music of ciystal floods^ 
And liillocks of Yerdure and valleTs sweety 

And bowers of jasmine and shady woodsy 
Whose echoes thy songs of loye repeat^ 

And hopes and thoughts of most pure delight. 
And the smile divine that beams in those eyes. 

And the fragrant dawn and star-robed Night, 
And bliss like a picture of Paradise, 
Shall be own \fthou wiU he minej lave/ 



% Mxwm at tfre f sst* 

Bear me, bright Fancy, backward to the days 
When o'er our world the sun shed fairer rays, 

Than any now that from his centre &11 ; 
When great Haroun al Raachid, like a Qod, 
Beheld the Orient bend before his nod, 
And Powers divine obeyed the Magi's call. 
Then was the radiant reign of Queen Romance, 

When Ind and Araby their spells outpoured, — 
When learning conquered more than shaft or lance/ 

And mystic art did more than law or swonL 
Then were the golden days of Bard and Seer, 

When knowledge raised its owner up to thrones. 
But Uiey are gone ; and in their place appear 
In diadems, dull asses — stocks and stones. 
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In that enchanted era^ he whose mind 
Wisdom, as in some royal fane, enshrined, 

Needed not fayonr from this lord or king, — 
Stooped not to win the popular applause^ — 
liade not the worse appear the. better cause ; 
But mounted gloriously on freedom's wing. 
Yes — ^his great monarch soid, too proud to crawl 

To any, found a sceptre in herself, 
Compelled the Powers of Nature to her call. 
Bound to her chariot Afrit, Jinn, and Elf; 
Soared in the Sun, and from the Moon drew spells, 

Pierced the deep Ocean, charmed the Stars on high, 
Sought and found out and drank the Immortal Wells 
That deep in Nature's darkest cayems lie. 



The rare, the priceless science which God gaye 
To Suleym&n, ere he bowed down as slaye 

To nautches, idols, priests, and all that's base, — 
With which that monarch moyed the earth, and bound 
The Sprites of Darkness in their cayes profound. 

And chained the Elements through boimdless Space, — 
Was the great heritage of eyeiy Sage 

Who wedded his bright soul to wondrous lore. 
And o'er the deep and starry-written page 

Of Truth enchained her, day and night to pore, — 
Who scorned the sensual, loathed the earthly chains 

With which the common race of men tie down 
The heayen-aspiring spirit to the drains. 
And in earth's filth its fires celestial drown. 
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Eaiihy Air, and Ocean, Ether, — jga, and Fire, 
Yielded dominion to that glittering choir ; — 

The Wise Man breathed, and all was as he willed ; — 
He waved his wand of magic, or he spake — 
A city straight became a mountain lake. 
With golden fishes, for its people, filled. 

He fiashed his Lamp — ^the Jinns obedient came, 

Heard his command, and straight a palace raised, 
Glorious in beauty, through whose marble frame 

Diamond, opal, emerald, beryl blazed. 
Again he spake — ^the Palace rose in air. 

Its thousand pennons fluttering on the breeze ; 
Where'er he willed, submissive Spirits bare 
The gorgeous mansion over lands and seas. 

The all-oonquering Caliph to the Man of Mind, 
Stretched forth the hand, nay, even the knee inclined ; 

He placed him on the throne himself beside : 
But he, who knew the Mystic Name* that awes 
The strongest, — subjects all things to its laws, — 
Might well the hollow sultan pomp deride. 
Within his burning soul a secret lay 

That mailed him round in majesty and mighty 
A mine of wisdom brighter far than day ; 

Past, Present, Future beamed before his sight. 



* The mystic name of God, which whoeo knows, all Nature is 
obedient to his command. The knowledge of this name consti- 
tutes the power of the Archangelic, and enables them to soar from 
world to world. Its foigetfulness is the punishment of erring 
spirits, who instantly sink down to darkness and the earth. It 
is alladed to indistinctly in the Jewish Shibboleth. 
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He knew all languages ; lie learned all lore ; 

His will could bind and loosen ; — at his word 
A garden bloomed where deserts frowned before ; 

The ocean came, and his commandments heard. 

If beauty moved his soul to love, — ^if eyes 
That flashed a starry heaven, inflamed the wise 

To dally in the rociy bowers of bliss, — 
If virgin loveliness more sweetly blight 
Than ever shone upon our modem night, 

Made him a moment thoughts austere dismiss ; — 
Though desert sands and mountains intervene, — 

Though towers and battleiaents the Maid confine, 
Though furious oceans roll and rave between. 

No bar they offer to his firm design. 
A winged enchanted steed is at his call ; 

He mounts to heaven and leads the Nymph away; 
He bathes him in the lake, — ^his gray hairs fall, — 
And lo! he glitters beautiful as May. 

For him the wine in cups of ruby flowed^ 
And self-replenished like red amethyst glowed ; 

He quaffed it under trees of gold and gems. 
The fidrest daves in doth of rich brocade. 
Danced, sang, or on the lute of ivoiy played, 
Or graced his path with rose-bright anadems. 
On thrones of gold with costly carpets strewed 
He lay, and sunned his soul in loveliest eyes. 
Through magic telescopes he looked and viewed 
The cabinets of kings without disguise. 
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He roamed tbrougli gardenfi more delicious far 

Than Shedid's lilied bowera of delight ; 
He yoked fierce eagles to his sunbright car, 

And swifter than the winds he passed in flight. 

If wandering idly through the woodlands deep, \ 

Some murmuring fountain woos his brain to sleep, 

What glorious Tisions sparkle in his dreams : 
A palace lustrous as the sun at noon, 
A virgin Peri lovelier than the moon, 

A garden lamp-illumed with myriad gleams. 

He wakes ; he stands beneath that blazing dome ; 

Upon a throne of stars its queen reclines ; 
Welcome, she cries, to this thy native home : 

The Seer, enchanted, aJl her soul divines. 
She woos him there in sweet and winning tones ; 

A thousand virgins raise the hymn of love ; 
In music-words her ardent thoughts she owns, 
And crowns his heart with bliss in yon alcove. 



O ye delicious scenes of byegone time. 
Of Indian, Persian, and Arabian dime. 

Before my memory in sweet light ye glide, — 
So vivid all, that while I view, I start, 
As if among ye once I played my part. 
As if my own true life I there descried. 

Have I not mingled in those scenes and spells ? ^ 
Have I not strayed through those bewitching lands? 
Feel I not some mysterious power, that tells 
My soul, as o'er the Past her dream expands, 
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Thou too wert there; thou too in those bright days 
Didst dwell with the fsir phantoms which but now 

FlalBhed o'er thj fiuicy, dazzled Hhj rapt gaze, 
Shone like an iiis round thy throbbing brow.* 



Tis sunset ; yonder in the flashing West 

Is the gold portal to the House of God. 

How lustrously it shines ; how rich with light. 

Dazzling the eye and souL Here let us sit, 

And watch that king of splendour as he sets, 

And see him imaged in this glass-like sea, 

That opens out her bosom fair and broad. 

Speak not, but watch in silence ; give thy spirit 

To God the Father, in whose sight this sun — 

Yea, all those visible spheres of light and beauty,. 

Are but the merest specks. See how he sinks. 

In billows streaming forth ten thousand colours ; — 

And now he is departed ; all the sky 

Is bridal-dressed in glory ; earth and heaven 



* The Metempsychosifl, or perpetual traoBmigration of spirit- 
life into oiganiased forms in harmony with its true nature, is here 
alluded ta There are very few thinkexB who do not feel that 
they have lived before in other soenee and forma, and that the 
present phase of their existence is but one of many. The ani- 
matLDg spirit and soul are indeed almost co-existent with the Uni- 
verse itself, and in point of time posterior only to God. 
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And ocean seem to miss bim. Thou and I 

Feel lonely now he's gone ; so wonld we all 

If God were not abiding with ns still, 

And if He gaye us not his priceless blessings. 

And here is one — ^the greatest — ^this broad sea^ 

On which can no man gaze and feel himself ^ 

Without a soul and spirit formed hj Ood, 

To taste and share the Infinite with Him. 

sea! I worship God in loving thee ; 
Thou art a Temple to my praying soul; 
Thou art a Scripture to my awe-bound heart; 
In thee I trace His majesty and strength ; 

1 see no feature that is not divine ; 

I feel no thought, when thus I gase on thee, 

That is not pure and sacred, and enlarged ' 

Beyond the confines of this visible earth. 

That is not consonant with that infinite essence 

Which I feel in me ever in my thought. 

Linking me with archangels, yea, with gods : 

The very Splendours that surround the Thrones, 

Whereon the Almighty Father ever sits. 

Surrounded by the rainbow Spirit of Love, 

And Light and Wisdom, whom we Holy calL 

O mighty Ocean, how I feel thy spells ; 

How often have they called my soul from earth. 

And summoned it to spheres of shining light ; 

How often hast thou purified my heart 

From worldly thoughts, that ever come and tempt 

Mortals from Beauty to the False and Base, 

With which the earth is filled ; but when I came 

And stood beside thy shores, and gave my nature 
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Up to thine influence, my thoughts were freed 
From Belfishness, and I felt pure in mind, 
Ab Flato or Pythagoras might have felt. 
Therefore thou art a passion and a joy 
Unto my soul for ever ; and I feel 
That I, without thee, were but half myself. 

Yonder's a boat, with nets and fishermen. 
Anxiously gazmg on the darkening wave, 
Hoping a porpoise may drive in a shoal 
Of mackerel ere the dawn. Their nets are piled 
Full in the stem, which almost lifts the prow 
Out of the wave ; and one stands high in front, 
Casting his glance far forward. Who can look 
Upon these men, and not in thought fly back 
To Gcdilee and Tiberias, and the days 
When Jesus came in beauty from the hills. 
And with his soul-dissolving eloquence 
Spake to the multitude, and called from nets 
And boats, the watchers by that tossing sea. 
And made them fishers of men ? or by the beach 
Wandered, and in the music of the wave. 
That symphonied his sweet and earnest speech, 
Propounded sacred truth, in simple words 
That even childhood's heart may understand 
Or who can wonder that in scene like this. 
The soul he uttered caught a grander glow, 
A more majestic, solemn, holy light. 
From the great element by which he preached I 

Muse-haunted ever have ye been, O Waves ! 
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Since Homer sang of Thetis by the sea, 
Bifling in silver mist to soothe her son, 
Swift-foot Felides, brooding by his tent ; 
And Jason sailed across your billowy wastes, 
And Aphrodite burst in floweiy light 
From your deep azure palaces ; how rich 
With memories beloved ye are 1 how graced 
With all the exquisite l^;ends of the past, 
Ocean and Amphitrite, and seargreen Triton, 
With wreaihdd shell ; and Arethusa fedr. 
And bright Andromeda, by Perseus saved. 
Lo 1 as I muse a Dolphin surges near, 
Upon the blue and white foam-crested ridge. 
And basks a moment in the light ; and now 
He plunges down and seeks his finny prey. 
Friend of the Poet, hail ! thou lover of song 
And dulcet music, would that I could wake 
Such minstrelsy as old Arion played. 
When from fair Corinth he to Lesbos sailed. 
With many a golden daric from the king ; 
But the piratical crew conspired to seize 
The prize, and hurl its owner to the waves, 
Whereat the lyrist of Methimna planned 
A subtle trick, and begged them ere he died 
To waken once again upon his harp, 
One of the heavenly melodies of old — 
One of the songs th^ Muses fedr inspired ; 
And so he sat upon the prow, and struck 
The silver strings, whereat the gods arose 
From their green gardens, and the Nereids ran, 
With locks dishevelled, dripping with sea-gems. 
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Proteus and Nereus, drawn by their blue steeds, 

And the wild Phorkyads ; next the Dolphins flocked 

Enchanted by that song, and thronging round 

The gliding barque, and looking with soft eyes 

Upon the Minstrel ; — so he sweetly chanted 

And hurled himself into the sparkling wave, 

And borne by Dolphins, got to TsBnaros, 

Whence to the royal court of Periander 

He made all speed ; and when the pirates landed, 

They found their crosses ready on the beach, 

And so were crucified. But his were hymns 

Such as the sons of modem time in vain 

Essay to rival. Oh ! that I had seen 

Those storied days of Greece, when grove and fountain 

Were filled with Dryads, and the Naiad nymphs. 

And the young Graces danced along the beach, 

Entwined in flowers ; and Hermes skimmed through air, 

With graceful form ; and I could gaze aloft 

And see the Sun-God in his beaming car. 

Drawn by fire-snorting steeds ; and hear the Fauns 

Waken their sylvan music in the noon, 

When the blithe Oreads rested in the shade, 

Asxd they stole on their slumbers ! But those days 

Are gone for ever, never to return ; 

And in this leaden century, gold is god, 

And Fancy is an outcast^ with no couch 

Whereon to rest her weaiy beautiful limbs — 

No roof to shelter her enchanting form. 

And yet once more I send ye forth, O thoughts, 
Upon the waters. Come ye back in gladness. 
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like birds of Paradise, on suimj plumes, 

As ye so often have returned, when I 

Upon this voyage have dismissed ye free, 

And opened out my heart to fancy-dreams, 

And flown away from earth unto the stars 

And gorgeous Yisionhmd, as I do now. 

Seeing upon the infinite waste of sea 

A boundless desert, silent, vast, and strange. 

On which arose bright pictures — stately towers 

like marble Tadmor, glittering through the nust ; 

Columns, and fistnes, and arches ; dreamy tents. 

Green waving palms, and steeds with lightmng eyes, 

And arching neck, and proudly-pawing hoof; 

And star-eyed men, with turbans and white robes ; 

And maidens, drawing water from the wells : 

All these I saw, and shall for ever see. 

In that enchanted world wherein I reigD 

A king supreme, for God hath given it 

To me for, ever, when He gave me being, 

And crowned me with the diadem of thought. 

And I can hear the tinkling camel-beUs, 

And I can hear the softened song that comes 

From yonder merry group ; and I can list. 

In fair imagination's purple cloud, 

(Which wraps me round, as Venus wrapt her son, 

When amid Dido's painted halls he stood) 

To the dark story-teller, as he speaks 

Of byegone heroes, all as lions fierce. 

Courting the battle, torqued with golden chains, 

Urging their raven-coloured steeds to fight ; 

Men of the tribe of Eeejan or of Abs, 
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At whose great roar the mountains shook with fear. 

And I can see the beautiful young maids 

Of Yemen, blooming as the morning sun, 

With brows as lustrous as the crystal stars, 

And cheeks that pale' the roses ; their loose hair 

Dishevelled into grace, and dark as night. 

O Earth ! what wert thou to me, if I had not 

These dreams divine 1 O Life ! how dull, how poor, 

Thy tedious moments, if I could not call 

These living pictures from my ocean-heart ? 

If I could not in fiery chariot soar 

Beyond this actual present, into zones 

That are illimitable, where a sky 

Of radiant beauty shines without a cloud 1 

And to feel life, is as though love, and music, 

And sunshine, all combined to make the blood 

That flows from the glad heart through every vein 

A current of joy. Give me those glorious dreams 

For ever and for ever, O fidr Spirit, 

Who art the Muse and Melody of Heaven, 

And I will not my throne exchange with kings. 

Thus, from my boyhood, have I ever lived 

In purple phantasies, £l3rsian fields 

And sweet Adonis-Gardens of delight ; 

And thus I pray that I may always live — 

A dreamer, dreaming ever. Since those days 

Wherein I soared delightedly on clouds. 

What revolutions in my brain and heart ! 

What panoramic changes darkly-bright ! 

And I have gone through phases strange and sad. 
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Have breasted threatening waters, have been cast 

On lonely deserts where the tempests fought, 

And have drained manj a cap of bitterness. 

So be it : now my soul is trebly armed — 

Cased in a golden mail, proof against all ; 

And I can look upon my sorrows past 

With patience, though with utter scorn of those 

Who rushed against me with Alecto hearts. 

And while I have thee by my side, and gaze 

Upon thee, and can feel thy May-like presence. 

And can enjoy, with eye and visioned-soul, 

This majesty, and beauty, and repose— 

The infinite sea — ^the proudly-swelling hills — 

The grand and melancholy hymn of waves — 

The modest peace that wraps our hamlet round — 

And our grape-vine-dad cottage on the diff, — 

I cannot be unhappy, nor can want 

The melody of content within my heart 

Nor do I envy those who sit in state, 

And couch in purple : I would rather be 

A villager with my books, and thoughts unchained, 

Than him who, for a palace, makes himself 

The footman of the many. See ! where soars 

In clouds of light yon Bird, and as I scan 

Him more acutely, and with lengthened look, 

His broad strong wing and lofty vigorous flight. 

Declares his royal race — the golden eagle ; 

Even as that bird, I wish in thought to be— 

A spumer of the earth — a dweller high 

In woods and mountains, solitudes sublime ; 

My eyes upon the sun and beaming stars ; 
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My proud lone journey, &r away firom man. 
Fixed in the spoUeas, luminous sone of heaven. 
Oh ! that I were with thee, Olympian bird. 
Borne on the wing of tempest, with the speed 
Of lightning, and with thunders fierce, that I 
Might, from the clouds aloft, behold the scene, 
And view the crystal brightness of Qod's arch, 
Undimmed by mists and vapours. Thou art gone, 
And though we gaze fiir into distant space, 
We cannot see thee. Fare thee well for ever ! 
We shall not look upon thee any more. 
So vanish all our visions of the great : 
They shine before us and are lost in night. 
Soon we shall be in darkness : see, the sea 
Grows indistinct — ^we scarce can trace the line 
In which it meets and mingles with the sky. 
Give me thine arm, and let us wander home ; 
Methinks we have been in a House of Prayer, 
And have been looking on the &ce of God, 
And hearkening to his deep and searlike voice ; 
And opening out our spirits to embrace 
His form celestial Come, thou Evening Star. 



Last night I had a Vision in a dream : 
I wandered by a silvery-sapphire stream, 
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Flowing along serenely, softly, slow, 
And making music with a cadence low — 
Sweet as the echo of some &r-off flute, 
Dying amid the hills, when winds are mute, 
And there is nought on earth, in heaven, or air. 
To break the sacred silence spell-bound there. 

And as in melody I seemed to move, 
Encinctured by an atmosphere of love. 
That round me fell like sunshine in the prime 
Of summer, when the lily, rose, and thyme 
Blend all their sweetness into one rich breath, 
That, Orpheus-like, might even recall from death,-^ 
I heard a Voice, and saw a golden boat. 
Sans oar or sail, upon that water float 

And thus the Voice in heavenly accents spake, 
Into mine ear, as soft as the snow-flake 
That faUs upon the sea, and melts in mist. 
The moment it the azure vast hath kist : 
" Belov^, etU^—fear not — come toith me, 
TiU/rom this stream toe reach a boundless sea; 
Till from thai sea we pass, and hand in hand^ 
Soar Hke two happy doves to Faerie Land'* 

I stopped — 1 looked — ^no form could I behold ; 
No Queen I saw her starry plumes unfold ; 
No fair celestial Splendour brightly shone 
Before my eyes ; but I was all alone ; 
Yet still I felt the music of her speUs 
Pervade my essence, breathing through the wells 
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Of mj most inner life, till heart and brain 
Trembled all o'er with the delidous strain. 



I went into the golden boat, and straight 

I felt its magic life with mine pulsate ; 

I knew it lived, and had a soul and sense, 

A breathing, vital, high intelligence. 

So with a slow, majestic pace we sailed 

Through caves o'er-arching, and through trees that trailed 

Their beauteous bending branches in the tide, 

Amid whose soft embrace we seemed to slide. 



Swans on that river oared with stately pace. 

Bending the snow-white neck with queenlike grace ; 

And on its floweiy banks, and by its coves. 

Birds of bright plumage sunned themselves in droves, 

Shining with iris splendours, red and gold, 

Silver and purple, each a song ensouled, 

Chanting in melody divinely sweet. 

The rapturous thoughts that in their bosoms beat 

And so we moved, but whether for a day, 

Or for a thousand years I cannot say. 

My soul was so imparadised and lost. 

As though it mingled with the heavenly host ; 

So to the spirit mounting Ood*s bright spheres, 

The stany flight of ecstasy appears: 

Time flies unheededi every sense is drowned 

In the deep ocean of delights all round. 
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What living Yisian boms before me now 1 — 

A maxble Temple beetling o'er the brow 

Of a high rock, which frowns above the sea, 

That spreads beneath its purple tapestry 

Of ocean-flashes and the son-bom beams — 

A thousand colours mingliTig as in dreams 

Of rainbow-raying thought, when Poets leave 

The earth, and with the heaven their souls enweave. 

And o'er this Temple roses twine and dimb, 
Tended by Yiigins in their peach-like prime, 
Their white robes waving on the wind, their eyes 
Darting the splendour of starred Orient skies. 
And now they dance to flute, to lute, to song, 
A gay engarlanded and blissful throng ; 
And now in choirs they sing, and C3rmbal8 dash, 
To the waves' melodieB b^ieath that dasL 

And still the heavenly Voice which first I heard. 
Spake to me sweetlier than any bird : 
^^ Ftaur not, mim aum Bdovkif biU wii^i me 

00 where I go — through air, through fire, through sea; 

1 am the Music hidden in thy soul; 

lam the Light that glitters round iky goal; 
I am thine Echo, Symphony, and Flams; 
I am thyseff-^et am I not the same,** 

Oh ! how I longed to see her, for I knew 
From female lip this voice celestial flew. 
How my heart panted ! — every vein was fire ; 
My soul -strings vibrated with wild desire. 
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I moved in air — I felt a god all o'er j 
Could I but gaze upon her and adore ! 
O virgin Voice, so beautiful, so dear, 
Be not a Voice alone — appear ! appear ! 

Reveal thyself unto me in thy light — 
Divinely dazzle spirit, soul, and sight. 
If thou shine not upon me, what have I 
To do with life, or aught beneath the sky. 
If on my lip thou press not thy sweet lips. 
Let my frame feel death's cold and dark eclipse : 
Better it were in the black earth to be. 
Than know thou art^ and yet be without thee. 

And still, and still, that Voice divine and low 
Breathed through my soul in music, even as though 
The lute from which it came were shrouded deep 
Within my heart, and would not, could not sleep : 
" Belov^dy atiU toith me pursue thy way^ 
In thie dear bocU, cmd dream of Low and May; 
Lap thee in Par(»di8e4haugfUf and feel me fold 
Thee thua vnih mUk'whUe arm emd vringa of gold" 

So to the ever-moving emerald Sea, 
Flashing with sunbeam-sparkles, glided we ; 
Beauteonsly oped its bosom, sapphire-green ; 
A thousand Nereids on its waves were seen—- 
A thousand Cupids, all with flower-tipt darts, 
Shot, pierced, or seemed to pierce, their joyous hearts ; 
Then in the dance intwined, with warblings sweet, 
They moved majestic, all with silvery feet 
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See from the wave fair Aphrodite rise, 
A golden heaven of beauty in her eyes ; 
An opal-gleaming sea^ell is her boat, 
And in her hand she bears her ivory rote, 
On which such charming minstrelsy she wakes, 
Melodious Pan his woodland wild forsakes, 
And hastening to the sea, entranced with joy, 
Sighs for the arrows of the Idalian boy. 

'' Daughter of Heaven and light, approach and bear 

Me in thy shell aloft through purple air. 

Into that lustrous Star that hath thy name ;'' — 

Scarce had I spoke, when lo ! sufPused with shame 

I felt, for in my spirit's heart there thrilled 

That exquisite Voice, whose plaintive whispers stilled 

Me quick fus magic, and I felt that She 

Alone was Love, and Heaven, and light to me. 

" thou mine own Beloved, dearer far 
To me than to the Earth is Stm or Star, 
More gratefid to mine eyes thanflovsers in May^ 
Wotddst thou, then, Uam mef wouldet thou thus betray? 
No — no^^ihou vxnUdst not, canst not, wiU not go / 
Thou wotddst not wed thine oum one to this woe; 
Thou wotddst not part with her who lives in thee, 
And stiU shaU live through long eternity.^ 

As on we floated o'er those silver waves. 

The Nymphs revealed themselves from crystal caves. 

That shone like icebergs in the starry sheen, 

Or snowy mountain-peaks, when the serene 
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Vestal of Heaveiiy Dian, in the night 
Bathes them in her own &ir aerial light — 
Nymphs as enchanting as the choric train 
With which, like fire, she sped o'er hill and plain. 

And glittering rainbows flashed, like fountains high, 
Out of the stream, and spanned the luminons sky ; 
And from the flowery, fragrant arbours wreathed, 
With starlike blossoms, softest music breathed. 
And all the air was odorous with perfume. 
And dallied round as if on silver plume. 
Wafting its exquisite soul through eveiy sense, 
Until it thrilled and throbbed with bliss intense. 

And Naiads rose beside — before — around. 
Their golden hair with pearls and corals bound ; 
And those white flowers, that underneath the wave. 
Their palaces with living carpets pave ; 
And as they waved these coronals, and sprent 
The beryl gems within their petals pent, 
lake rain transformed to jewels, so it seemed 
|A« if the air itself with emeralds teemed. 

80 o'er the waters glid the boat of gold, 
Encircled by the storied train of old — 
Cupid and Fsychd, modest as the mom, 
Whom the Three Graces with new lights adorn ; 
Cama, the star-crowned Indian God of Love ; 
Pracciti, from the realms of bliss above : 
All the enchanted Essences that be. 
In air or fire, on earth, or in the sea, 
K 2 



202 POEMS. 

And from that ocean into air we rose, 

We saw the waves oiir golden barque enclose, 

A thousand Njnnphs descended where it sank, 

And heavenly Oama waved his shining chank ; 

But high in silver ether I was raised, 

A sunlit nimbus round me, o'er me blazed, 

That seemed to move, to breathe, to live, to twine 

Itself about me, like a Soul divine. 

What can describe my rapture ? what can paint 
That breathless ecstasy f — all words were fiednt 
To syllable in song that blissful flight 
Beyond the earth to reahns of purest light. 
The nimbus ceased to be my sunbright car — 
The Voice took form and shone a living Star, 
Both blended beauteously to one, and lo ! — 
'Twas She to whom alone my thoughts now flow. 



As I wander about, through the rabble rout. 

That ever rolls down through Chancery Lane, 
With fsjCG& and eyes looking pillage and lies. 

With their quirks of law and its deep chicane, 
Elits before me a Phantom of light. 

As fair as the Star which the Magi saw. 
Moving enshrined in a rainbow bright^ 

Through that serpentine lane of the men of law. 
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Rattle the cabs o'er its stones as hard 

As the lawyers that rush in their wigs oad gowns ; 
You may read of each client eyil-starred 

In their deep-pent eyebrows and parchment frowns. 
Hundreds this way, and hundreds that, 

Hurry along in a whirlpool tide- 
Ferret and wolj^ and fox and rat. 

Into shapes of men transmogrified. 

But I see, or I heed not, that villainous crowd, 

With their fiery thirst for gain and gold. 
The Phantom of Light, in her rainbow-cloud, 

Flitting along I alone behold. 
And oh ! her smile, how divinely sweet ! 

And oh 1 what poetry in her eyes 1 
Such spirits as she one hopes to meet, 

When reaching the portals of Paradise. 

Now my fanciful thought flies back and back, 

Through a couple of hundred years and more. 
And I see a Woman mantled in black. 

Enter the lane as the dock strikes four. 
The moon is gone, and the stars are gone. 

And the mom is dark, and raw, and bleak. 
But no fear draws back that Woman wan. 

Though tears roll down her beautiful cheek. 

Bearing a lantern in her white hand, 

That casts weird glimpses *along the wall ; 

The woman walks lightly along to the Strand, 
And so she wends onward to proud Whitehall. 
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Under a windowy iheii| she stays, 
And caUs -with a Toioe bewitchingly soft^ 

And she trembles and looks a hundred ways. 
As she hears a casement open aloft 

Sweet, yet hnshed, is the yoice that glides 

From that prison dim to her anxious ear ; 
So till dawn she bides and bides 

In that music, oh ! how dear 1 
So she wends her wearisome walk, 

Back once more to Chanceiy Lane, 
Dreaming over that stolen talk, 

In her heart of hearts again, again. 

Plashes the rain on her beautiful head, 

Flashes the lightning, bursts the cloud ; — 
Wet and shivering, but love-led, 

Still she hastens along as proud 
In her love, her hope, and her fjEuth divine, 

As if she were great England's queen. 
Moving amid her warrior line. 

With beaming eye and lion-like mien. 

This is the Phantom of starry Light, 

With shining lamp, and with loving eyes. 

That flits before me day and night, 

When through Chancery Lane my pathway lies. 

Away from the mob and the covetous throng. 
My thoughts fly back to that moment of yore, 
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When this gentle Woman passes along, 
On her errand of love, as the clock strikes four.* 
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Thy letter reached me, and the flowers it bare, 

Whirled me in dream away, on wings of air. 

To the dear greenhouse, where those flowerets grew. 

Beneath thy fostering hand, whose silvery dew 

Methonght was o'er them, as I cnUed them out, 

And ranged them on my papers all about. 

Shedding a transient gleam of light upon 

The grim remains of Coke and Littleton. 

And now thou askest me to send thee '' news " — 

Request of thine my heart cannot refuse ; 

But there is little stirring worth thy while 

To hear throughout our hypped and humdrum isle. 

Fashion thou heedest not : what sort of dress, 

Shawl, flounce, or lace is newest, to impress 



* When Sir Richard Fanahawe was taken prisoner, during the 
civil war, ,and was confined in a little room in Whitehall, the 
fidelity of his beautiful wife was displayed. '* During the time 
of his imprisonment,"' she says, ''I failed not constantly when 
the clock struck four in the morning, to go, with a dark lantern 
in my hand, all idone and on foot, from my lodgings in Chancery 
Lane, at my cousin Young's, to WhitehalL There I would go 
under his window, and call him softly. He, excepting the first 
time, never failed to put out his head at the first calL Thus, 
we talked together, and sometimes I was so wet with rain, that 
it went in at my neck, and out at my heels." 
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The fools and fops with love of each fisdr doll, 

Who in the park, or at the play, may loll. 

News of this nature would not please thee aught 

Were I to send it : it would go for nought. 

For balls or parties I so little care, 

I'd rather have a book than all their glare. 

Their stupid, meaningless, and hollow prat^ 

Their tattle, scandal, smiles that mask but ha(te^ 

Or envy of each other ; their vain beaux. 

Their belles deceitful — all with tongues that gloae, 

But speak not truth, for truth and they are foes. 

As to the theatre, 'tis now ten years 

Since last I sat behind its gilded tiers. 

And laughed at Desdemona's melting grie^ 

Or mad Ophelia — ^for 'tis my belief 

There's no burlesque so funny, as to see 

The painted jade and staggering debauchee 

Mouthing fine sentiments, when all the while 

Tou know them to be reckless, drunk, and vile. 

No news of this kind, therefore, can I send, 

Nor, if I did, would you attention lend 

To what you look; upon with the same eyes 

As I do — ^namely, that they're living lies. 

And so it is of all the other traps. 

Which FoUy baits for Londou, while she flaps 

All sorts of hazy colours that mislead, 

And make her dupes believe her bliss indeed. 

Concerts, dull l^tures, preachers, Ex'ter Hall, 

Vainly upon my ears they squeak or bawl : 

I go not near them, but in easy chair 

Eeclined, with books and femcies, still forswear 
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All their temptatioiis, and have more content 

Than if with the wild sensoal crowd I went 

In search of pleasure — goddess seldom found 

Except within one's own domestic ground, 

And there, and there alone, I seek her smile : 

She beams on me from Shakspere's Magic Isle, 

In sweet Miranda ; ficom the sunbright spheres 

Of Ariosto, like a star she peers ; 

Summoned by Spenser's and hj Shelley's wand, 

She rises bright, all orient gems beyond, 

And fills my soul with beauty ; crowned with rose 

And violet fair, from Tasso's page she glows, 

Or bears me back on rainbow-flashing wings, 

To olive groves where old Anacreon sings ; 

Or Horace, half in love, and half in wine. 

Crowns some young Bacchante with a wreath of vine. 



Thus thou perceivest I am void of news, 

That some five lagging minutes might amuse ; 

For 'twere no novelty were I to say. 

Our women still are burnt from day to day, 

Sooner than toss their crinolines away. 

Our parliament has met and flashed no sense 

From its dark dismal clouds of eloquence ; 

Our pulpits ring with brayings long and hoarse. 

Exciting laughter rather than remorse. 

The North and South are fighting like wild cats ; 

The Emperor still nets salmon with mere sprats ; 

The Prussian King is aping Charles the First, 

(I fear his majesty will fiare the worst.) 
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There's no fresh scandal of the Queen of Spain. 

We're longing all to see onr lovely Dane, 

Whose sweet, dear, earnest eyes might well convince 

Even Chartists, that 'tis good to be a Prince. 

The Pope 's not yet at Malta, but at home ; 

Victor Emmanuel sighs in vain for Home. 

Such is my budget, lean enough, you'll say ; 

But you command, and I must needs obey. 

Tet how can t/au want news, whose thoughts soar high 

Beyond this earth to yonder seraph sky. 

Whose spirit mingles with the stars that roll 

On wheels of light across the glittering pole : 

Whose eyes are resting on the ocean broad. 

And raise themselves from it aloft to Qod ? 

What can the petty nonsense of the town. 

The tumblings of this wizard or that clown, 

Bring to thee in thy glorious solitude 

But their own dulness ? do they not intrude 

Upon that hallowed loneliness which fills 

Thine heart with songs that sea or sky instils, 

Making thee one with Nature, as if she 

And thou wert blent in heavenly harmony, 

Raining her calm, her silver light into 

Thine inmost essence with an ever new 

And blooming youth, till thou in every part 

A Nymph, a Naiad, or a Dryad art. 

Immortal in thy soul' — ambrosial in thine heart. 

Would that 'twere mine for ever thus to dwell — 

A happy child-like spirit in a spell. 

With the bright ocean for my daily friend. 

With the grand psalms that from its waves ascend. 
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With its immortal life and streogth and light, — 

Its never silent music day and night, — 

Its shifting colours, blue, green, silver, gold, 

As if a carpet for the gods unrolled, — 

Its far-off line soft blending with the sky, 

Seeming an image of eternity ; — 

This, this thou hast, and it has made thee great. 

Majestic as a monarch throned in state. 

Hath amplified thy nature, hath enlarged 

Thy soul that at the first was grandeur-charged. 

Till thou art nobler, wiser, and more strong 

In strength divine than millions of the throng, — 

Till thou art more a Queen than any now 

Who wears the diadem upon her brow. 

Dost thou remember that all hallowed eve ? 
Will it not ever to thy memory cleave ? 
We wandered on the music-rippling beach. 
Our thoughts too deep, too mystical for speech. 
We wandered silently, but hand in hand. 
The rosy warmth of summer steeped the strand. 
The whispering ripples ran to kiss our feet ; 
The far-off fields were ripe with yellow wheat. 
No sound was in the air ; no murmur brake 
The silence of that still and silver lake. 
For such the ocean seemed, and shining o'er 
With splendours from the horizon to the shore. 
Then we sat down upon the sands, and gazed 
With hearts delighted and with glance upraised 
Upon the sun, as hastening to the West, 
His snowy steeds, rose-trapped, he fleetly pressed. 
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Lo ! hiB pavilion opens ; he is gone ; 
Yet still the golden mountains bum, shine on ; — 
But now what lustre meets our dazzled eyes ? 
What scene presents itself in yonder skies ? 
Ohl can we e'er foiget it? brightly beams 
A castle forth, aloft o'er crystal streams, — 
A castle perfect all with gates and towers, 
With ramparts vast, and distant shadowy bowers, 
A donjon keep extending iar and broad, 
Frowning in strength and majesty that awed. 
Troy's tower it seemed, which Neptune's royal hands 
BoLsed to resist the might of Grecian bands. 
And yonder stream is Simois; — ^thus we went 
In fancy back, and saw each bannered tent. 
Now moves a cloud of purple from behind ; 
Another comes, but this is golden-lined. 
They march like two contending desperate foes ; 
Before the donjon keep at length they close. 
We saw no more— the fight was done — the scene 
Melted away into the blue serene ; 
Tower and garden, river, tent, and fray. 
Like man's own projects, mingle — ^&de away. 
Leaving behind but airy spectral gleams, 
The phantom palaces that gild our dreams. 

These are the fJEte'rie scenes that round thee dwell, 
More beautiful than words of mine can tell ; 
And who can wonder that with these to charm 
Thy fancy, and thy soul with love to warm, 
Thou carest not for such poor trifling toys 
As London gives its dotards, dames, and boys. 
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Expect me soon, Belovdd One, at home ; 
Again beside th' inspiring sea well roam, 
And think of Ghryses when he went apart 
To pray to him who bare the mighty dart. 
Or the self-exiled Childe who mused alone, 
In his heart echoing the ocean's moan. 
The Temple. 
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POB THX BXMOYAX OF FOUR FLOWBR STANDS, WHICH HIDS 

THE DIVINITIXS AT THE HEAD OF THE TABLE FROM 

THE DEVOTSBS AT THE END OF IT. 

When I dine with Lord Themis, his table is filled 
With flowers, most tastefully wreathed by the skilled, 
In floral arrangement ; but owning their grace, 
I venture to think that they're in the wrong place. 
For they wo'nt let us see the two beauties who sit 
At each side of Lord Themis, entranced by his wit. 
Thero's a fidr at his right like a goddess of old ; 
Not a glimpse of her features 'tis mine to behold : 
There's a njnnph at his left ; but in vain I essay 
To see her bright eyes, for the flowers block the way ; 
And however I twist or I turn 'tis the same— 
These horrible plateaux hide each lovely dame. 
And Lord Themis alone keeps the fair to himself. 
Shutting out from this Eden each envying el£ 
Now to lovers of beauty like me, 'tis a bore, 
To be cut off from heaven in sight of its shore; 
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And in longiiig to get but one look at these ladies, 
I wish every flower in England in Hades. 
Most respectfully therefore I beg to petition 
My Lord, that those plateaux reoeive their dismission. 
And certain I am that there's no one will core 
For their loss, since each lady's a living parterre, 
With more fragrance and light and delight to the eye^ 
Than all Covent Garden can ever supply. 
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May's sweet roses deck her face. 

Angels listen when she sings ; 
Hound her flits each winning grace ; 

Tottth its charms about her flings. 
Gentle are her starry eyes, 

Rich and soft her dark brown hair ; 
Olden Greece had no such prize, 

Yenus was not half so fair. 
Every soft attractive spell 

Finds within her heart $k goal; 
Loveliness and goodness dwell 

Orb-like in her heavenly soul. 
Oh, divine enchantress bright ! 

Dare I love thy looks of light 1 
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Here lies lie, o'er i¥liose sacred loved remains 

We bow -with reverence, softened by regret 

O noble spirit !•— Prince, but more than Prince 

In every royal attribute of man, 

Art thou indeed departed 1 — shall we never 

Again behold that brightly-beaming eye ? 

That smile that shed its sweetness round like light ? 

That genial, dignified presence, in which all 

Who moved confessed thy pure and hallowing nature? 

Tes, thou art gone— -and we who stand before 

This sculptured marble, can but weep our loss, 

And pour an unavailing tear above 

Thine ashes, in their cold and silent urn, 

Wailing in thee the Husband, Father, Chief^ 

Whose generous soul and intellect profound. 

Bayed joy and beauty on thy daily course. 

Making thee pattern for all men to mould 

Their manners by. Farewell, illustrious Prince ! 

Long shall thy memory shine above our land, 

In calm and star-like splendour : long shall we, 

The sires, the sons, the daughters of this Isle, 

Bless thee and thank thee for thy matchless life 

Of honour, duty, loyalty, and truth, 

And fixed devotion to the public weal. 

Still may thy spirit from its happy sphere 

Smile down upon our Queen and her loved home, 

Giving her strength and hope in darkest hours, 

And fortitude to e^dure a loss that fell 

Not upon her alone, but all the realm. 



214 POEKS. 



I have a -wreath — a withered wreath, 

More dearly prized than gems or g^ld ; 
Methinks the flowers still sweetly breathe 

Of her who gave me them of old. 
This &ded rose was on her breast, 

This in her soft white hand she bore ; 
And this was with her bright hairs tressed — 

Ten thousand times IVe kissed them o'er. 

Thf y bring to mind hjr summer days, 

And rosy eves, and starry nights ; 
Sweet music, old delicious lays. 

Fond words, fond dreams, serene delights ; 
Enchanting smiles, and eyes that gleamed 

like mirrored stars upon the sea, — 
How blest my fate, had they but beamed 

With ant/ ray of love on me ! 

O wreath 1 beloved for her fair sakes, 

Dear record of my happiest hours, 
How many a golden thought you wake, 

How many a hope entwined in flow'rs I 
And yet how ofb my spirit sighs 

To think its &te like yours should be — 
Reft of the heaven of her dear eyes, 

Whose light gave life to you and me. 
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Take back this ivy-leaf 
Which once thy gentle bosom bore — 

My soul is filled with grief; 
Its rosy dream of bliss is o'er. 

Yet as this leaf shall be, 
Though sere and broken, green for aye, 

Thine image shall to me 
Be always clothed V the light of May. 

If e'er thou tread'st again 
Those cloistered halls and pictured cells, 

As once beside me, when 
Thy smiles threw o'er my soul her spells ; 

Think of my spirit's bliss 
While thy sweet nymph-like form beside ;- 

Ah 1. did I dream of this, 
That £eite such hearts should soon divide 1 

Think while these simple lines. 
Traced by affection's hand, thou'lt see, 

Of one who still enshrines 
In his heart's temple, only thee. 

Think — ^though no more to meet — 
How thou didst grow unto his heart ; 

In all his visions sweet, 
The loveliest^ dearest, purest part. 
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Farewell — alas 1 fiurewell — 
That word of sorrow most be breathed 1— 

Eveiy bright pleaEnire dwell 
Bound thee, aad with thy life be wreathed ! 

Give me a passing thought 
At times — I ask no more. But thou 

So with my soul art wrought, 
m love thee always, even as now 1 
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Ton tell me that you love me. Yain protest ! — 
You love me not : your heart hath no such guest — 
Love finds no dwelling in that marble breast. 

You swear to me, that like some image shrined 
In golden fane, I fill your soul, your mind : 
Such oaths pass by me like the idle wind. 

If you did love me, why, when on the strand, 
I seized that soft, that beautiful white hand. 
Did you repel me tvith a curt command ? 

Why, when I longed to press you to my heart. 

Did you grow pale f why backward shuddering start ? 

Why did the big tears to your eyelids start ? 
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I know you, read you not : I scan your soul 
As though some dark and hieroglyphic scroll 
It were : in yain I peer into that rolL 

Sometimes I look into your eyes and dream 
Tou are what you aver ; — ^the loving gleam 
Goes in a moment : cold and dead you seeuL 

Tou write to me— the tears roll o'er the page : 
Now love intense, now scorn, now causeless rage : 
How can I such wild, varying passions guage ? 

You kneel before me ; in your fondest clasp 

You press me, bless me, kiss me ; straight your grasp 

Belaxes, and you fly me like an asp. 

Farewell ! — I will not be thy fool or sUve — 
A straw, a feather on the fickle wave 
Of thy caprice : my love is in its grave. 
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Smile not upon me from those eyes, 
Which are as spherdd stars in heaven ; 

They are not mine — ^the fond, fond ties 
That bound us once are burst and riven: 

L 
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■ The liand beLoyed, the golden prize 
I sought) is to a stranger given, 

Arid my 9ad h$aH ii Ions. 

Oh ! how I loved thee ! — spirit, soul, 
Heart) brain, were thine, and only thinCi 

I gave thee all ; the stars that roll 
Aloft beheld not love like mine. 

Thou wert my God — the glorious goal 
For which I pined, alaa ! still pine. 

With heart 90 aad amd lane. 

Moments there are, and this is one. 
When madness fills and fires my brain : 

I look aloft ; I curse the sun ; 
I rave in wild despairing pain. 

Farewell ! — ^my race of life is run ; 
Thou shalt not cross my path again. 

To MifflU this heart 90 lane.' 

Farewell I sweet eyes, not sweet to me ; 

Sweet looks, that now another's are. 
Tender high rock frowns o'er a sea, 

On which there gleams a&r, afar, 
A flashing form of light like thee. 

Thou fur, fiJse-shining, treacherous star, 
That caUe thie heart eo lone. 
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A Palace on the purple sea, 

In flasliing light it gleams. 
Its battlements are brightest gold, 

And from its turrets streams 
A banner waving beauteouslj, 

Aa aught beheld in dreams. 

I sailed into that purple sea, 
With hopeful heart and gaj-^ 

I sailed and sought that Palace £Edr, 
That shone so fax away. 

I rowed, and rowed, and jet I rowed, 
Until the death of day. 

The moon arose in silver light, 

That trembled o'er the wave. 
The Palace shone with fire as clear 

As at the dawn it gave. 
I followed it — still followed it, 

But found a yawning grave. 

The moon went down, and with the moon, 

The Palace &ded too ; 
The black clouds came, the thunder-flame 

Fell on my light canoe ; 
There was no weeping heart to hear 

The lost one's ululu. 
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O star of light ! O star so bright ! 
Serenely shining through the night ; 
Would that 'twere mine from earth to 
And reach thy &r, jet splendid shore, 
To muse beside thy waters fair ; 
To breathe thy pure and purple air ; 
To hear thi6e harmonies enchanted ; — 
But wish like this can ne'er be granted. 



Green are thy bowers, soft thy shades, 
The sunlight ever gilds thy glades ; 
Virgins and youths in glorious choirs, 
Sing to the spells of shawmes and lyres ; 
Flowers of immortal radiance bloom ; 
There is no death — there is no tomb, 
Within thy circle ; sphere enchanted. 
Oh ! that my wild, wild wish were granted ! 

I prayed, and lo I an angel came : 
He bare me up on wings of flame ; 
Through seas of odours, realms of light. 
We made our rapid, silent fl%ht. 
I heard the music, breathed the air. 
And mingled with the Splendours there ; 
Yet am on earth. O star enchanted I 
Why was my wild, wild longing granted ? 
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Over the ocean 

The red stars glimmer ; 
O'er the bleak rocks. 

Is the moon's cold shimmer. 
There she sits alone, alone : 
In her ear the ocean's moan ; 
In her heart as dead as stone. 
The mnsic of a long lost tone. 

I see her white robe shine and shine, 
lika a spirit's, thin and fine ; 
Down her neck her long dark tresses, 
Float in tangled wildernesses ; 
And her tears are foiling hak. 
As she sees the roseate past 
Rise and change from light to ashes, 
In one sadden thunder-blast ; 
Tea, her seal's itself in ashes. 

Now she wanders on the shores 
Heeding not the water's roar ; 
One loTcd &ce fuid shadowy form, 
Shoots across that fearfol storm 
Of despair, remorse^ and woe^ 
Which impels her to and fro, 
Since that hapless day of yore^ 
When the Tempter stood before. 
And she Mi — ^to rise no more. 
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O thou hapless Child of Sorrow ! 
Pause, I pray thee, in thj madness, 
Save thy soul from endless sadness ; 

Think where thou shalt stand to-morrow ; 

Gather hope fix>m moon and star, 

Shining brightly, though a&r. 

Vainly forth my words were tost — 

She was in that ocean-river. 

Screaming, struggling, sinking, lost ; 

In the demon whirlpool hidden — 

Bushing to her God, unbidden. 

Father 1 Father 1 oh, foigive her ! 
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SUGQBSTED BT THUCT0IDE8» Ld. I. 

O matchless portrait of the Man of Old, 
Olympian Pericles, in whose high soul, 
Trained to philosophy's divine control. 
Virtue's sublimest image we behold, 
Bright as the star of mom in clouds of gold. 
Statesman and Orator, whose wondrous mind 
Shaped for heroic ends by heaven's own hand, 
To teach, to rouse, to save his native land — 
The bright, the true, the beautiful combined. 
Hear him but speak : the thunder of the spheres 
Hath lesser forc&— the lightnings have less fire. 
Lo ! at a word, ten thousand glittering spears 
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Start forth for Athens — ^maiden, son, and sire, 
Flushed with the thoughts sublime, his burning words 
inspire. 

2. 

SUGGESTED 9T THUCTDIDES, Lib. II. 

A year hath sunk into the sea of Time, 
The deadly havoc of the fight is o'er. 
The Giant of the Battle, drunk with gore, 

Hath reeled to sleep, to dream new deeds of crime. 

Lo ! where the warriors stand around the bier 

Of the loved slain, who for their Athens died ; 

Drop to their memory the solemn tear. 

Nor yet despair, their death evokes but pride. 

They perished gloriously — are heirs to feme — 

Immortal honour crowns each deathless name. 

Behold the great tribunal of their grave j 

As if with Glory's trumpet see him rise ; 

With words that weep he consecrates the brave. 
Blest is his fete who thus for Greece and Freedom dies. 

3. 

While I thus mused, the Spirit of Ancient days 
Methought arose ; a veil of stars was thrown 
O'er her bright form, and round her brows a zone 
Of dazzling splendours, like Thaumantian rays. 
Onward, in thought, she led me, till we stood 
In the great Palace of our own loved Isle, 
Where I saw One from whose oracular tongue 
Truth, knowledge, wisdom, in one radiant flood 
Of language poured, till the renowned old pile 
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With bursto of loud applause and wonder rung ; — 
There stood the Statesman-Orator, whose sage, 
Shrewd counsel, winged with wit^ shall ever shine 
As great as any in the historian's page, 
Or in the Senate's bright and ever-living line. 



Oh ! that my heart were of clear crystal made^ 

There shouldst thou see as in a shrine displayed 

An Image of thyself to which I turn. 

When with high hopes I feel my spirit bum ; 

When my heart swells, and I would £edn aspire 

To rival those dead masters of the lyre, 

Whom Greece, Bome, England, and fair Italy, 

Have set before the world its lights to be, 

A Poet filled with heaven's divinest fire — 

An Orator whose lightest words inspire— 

A Scholar trained in all that books can teach — 

A Statesman wise and just — ^the first in each. 

Behold the Image in my bosom shrined. 

That fires my thoughts, and renders pure my mind. 



Like an Archangel exiled for dark crimes. 
His spirit walked the earth in scorn and gloom, 
And where it smote, it smote like the Simoom — 
Deadly, though beautiful. Tet there were times 
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When his great soul shone out upon the world 

In ail the primal glory of her light. 

Ere fix>m her starry throne to darkness hurled. 

His songs were sweet remembrances of heaven, 

Dashed with the sooffing spirit of Sin and Night, 

In which he sate, and lived, and moved ; yet even 

In his most mocking moments you could trace 

The beauty of the seraph, and the grace 

Which once beamed round him. Buin could not blight, 

Nor Sin the original marks of angel-birth efface. 
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Ske the bright earnest look — ^the eye of fire 

Fixed with imperial gaze; the dome-like brow. 

Shrine of that spirit lulled for ever now ; 

The full firm mouth and chin. A sacred choir 

Of memories hangs around this image old 

Of him, who first his country's sorrows told. 

In words that yet their own fierce strength inspire 

E^en in the coldest hearts. I gaze, and gaze, 

Nor can I willingly my view withdraw 

From this most speaking likeness of the dead,* 

That bears me back in phantsie to past days, 

When England, proud indeed, delighted saw 

The greenest laurels twined around her head 

By Churchill, Somers, Swift, and shone in Glory's blaze. 

* It 11 put sway in a dark corner, where half its' ezoellencies are 
hidden. This fault shoold be amended. 
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PAINTID BT HOOABTH, IN THE AUTHOR'S OALLERT. 

He Bits and points to the green heathery hills 
That crown his native land with beauties wild ; 
And from a rock, firm as his own brave soul, 
Looks like an emblem of that sturdy strength 
Of will and lion courage, which have made 
Scotland a blading light to all the earth. 
What vigorous independence bums like flame 
From every feature ; but in vain I search 
For that arch humour which in Bandom's page 
And waggish Peregrine Pickle flashes full 
Its ray grotesque and fanciful, unless 
It dwells indeed in that rich sensuous mouth. 
And in the gleam lurking in his large eye, 
And in the smile that dimples o'er his cheek. 
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Firm as the Voice of God and nobly true 

To all in all, his chivalrous spirit lived 

On earth, to testify to every man 

Who doubted of the Just, that there was One 

Before them in their daily walk through life, 

Who, though a thunde]>bolt should strike his path, 

Would blench not from the fine straightforward way, 

But walk erect with eyes aloft to heaven, 

Guided by light celestial — flight alone. 

Without one thought of self, or earth, or aught 

But the £ur majesty of Right and Truth. 
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Most just of men — most true, on whose bright soul 
God's hand in heaven inscribed, as on a scroll : 
Within this sacred shrine let honour reign, 
And hold it ever for her fair demesne ; 
Lighted with sunbeams, like some stany sphere, 
Earth shall behold it, but its home is here. 
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Around this Man, as round the Throne in Heaven 
Described in the Apocalypse, Justice shone 
In rainbow brightness, purity, and calnu 
His mind serene, his temper mild but firm, 
His patience perfect, and his judgment deep. 
He weighed each cause with gravity, nor ever 
Was swayed by temper from the path of right. 
Honest in all things, learned, but with the modesty 
That like a stole of beauty wraps the wise; 
To no man harsh or rude, — at no time shewing 
That cur>dog petulance which in others barks 
With most discordant jarring on the sense. 
Revealing their unfitness for that seat 
Where dignity alone should ever dwell 
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3it C. CussiDjell 

With brain as clear as czystal, and with manner 

As cold and chilling, Oresswell seemed to stand 

In isolation from his fellow men, 

As if he scorned the herd, disdaining kinship 

With those who moved around him. Was his temper 

So frx)m the first ? Naj ; but his life was soured 

By one keen disappointment of the soul, 

Which turned his days to bittemesa The story 

Is commonplace, but not less true,— of love, 

And pride that overmastered that strong love. 

And a stolen flight, and then a desolate hearth. 

And an o'erwhelming sorrow and distrust : 

And so his life thenceforward was a desert. 

Yet^ let his name be honoured, — all forgotten 

That sharp sarcastic tone and curl of lip 

And scornful eye, that seldom smote but when 

Pert folly called them forth ; for Truth and Justice, 

Arrayed in Learning's grand imperial ^be^ 

Were ever by his side upon the bench, 

Guiding his judgment when he spake the Law. 

And there was something royal in his nature, 

And lofty loathing of that petty spite. 

Which I have seen in others, start and sting, 

Beducing them from men to worms and wasps. 

Moments there were in which his smile was music. 

And in his voice a melody, that to me 

Bevealed the inner spirit of the man, 

Before that chilling blight fell on his heart, 
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And changed the garden to a cheerless waste. 
Therefore I grieved -with grief deep and sincere^ 
That he should pass away ere jet his days 
Were all completed, and while yet the mind 
Was in its vigour. O'er his tomb I cast 
This flower, and with its fleeting firagrance crown 
The urn that bears his ashes. Peace be with him. 

Kenxd Oreen, August 6^ 1863. 
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When on the regal seat of justice throned, 

Bear this in mind : thou hast not been advanced 

Beyond thy f^ows to give loose to temper, 

Or prove thyself capricious, weak, or spiteful ; 

But to administer the law with truth. 

And to be honest, just, and &ir to alL 

Sully not thy grave place with jests and jokes, 

Or low buflboneiy, ever on the watch 

To win the thoughtless laughter of the crowd ; 

But be at all times, decent, grave, reserved. 

Dwelling alone upon the matter in hand. 

Take not a cunning subtle view of a cause, 

Such as a sophist would; but let thy mind 

Contemplate it in all its bearings, broadly, 

Ever regarding equity as the star 

By which thou shouldst be guided through the maxe. 

For equity is true law; and they do wrong 
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Who striye to separate those heavenly twins^ — 

And both are as the V oioe diyine of God. 

Lean not to rank and wealth, for these themselyes 

Are naturally strong j but rather bend 

To him who is weighed down by poverty, 

Tet not so as to win that base applause 

Which rises from the rabble when they see 

A judge who tramples right to catch a cheer. 

Give each man hefuing with an ear attent, 

Whether he be most excellent or most mean ; 

And talk not ever about public time, 

That hackneyed phrase which hasty magistrates use, 

When they prejudge a cause, are tired, or wish 

To go to lunch, or dinner, or are moved 

To vent some petty spleen upon the pleader, 

Who, after all, seeks but to do his duty. 

Think no time lost that gives thy mind new &cts ; 

For even the humblest man may haply place 

His ailment before thee, in a form 

That may clear up the doubt within thy mind ; 

But if he sees scorn in thine eye or lip, 

How can he hope his mocker to persuade f 

Perhaps thou dost not like him. Good, my lord ! 

Thou wert not made a judge to let thy likings 

Bias thy judgment, but to minister right 

To all who come before thee in thy court. 

A judge should be like God — ^&r, far removed 

From all the petty failings of a man. 

And he should have a reverence most august 

For his high office, fearing to pollute 

That kingly dignity by aught debased. 
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And he should watoh himself with wary eye, 

Lest he should do some grievous giant wrong, 

Because he loved this man, or hated that 

Guard thyself also from unse^ody haste ; 

There is no virtue more beoomes a judge 

Than patience — ^the chief jewel in his crown. 

What rank injustice have I known committed, 

Because the judge would hurry on a cause, 

And snub some wretched counsel into silence. 

Be kind ; be courteous as a king should be 

To all who come before thee. I have seen 

A court where all were scorned and snapped at daily, 

And self respect was wounded every moment, 

And every man was moved with hate or pity. 

To see the Seat of Justice so defiled. 

And I have seen a court where every man 

Felt himself in the presence of a gentleman, 

Whose genial courtesy made all things genial, 

Whose exquisite bearing captived all men's love, 

Whose sunbright justice lightened every caune. 

And sent even him who lost away content. 



A mjTstic Dreamer, blinded by the light 

That flashed around from his own sunlike soul, 

like a seeled dove, his great thoughts bent their flight 

To heavenly spheres — on, on from pole to pole, 
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Until he fell ezhauBted, hmt, confused, 

By the deep schemes whereon his spirit mused ; 

Or like some Ancient Mariner, alone, 

Sailing at night o'er ocean wilds unknown ; 

His eyes full fixed on heaven and its bright stars, 

As if he longed to peer through those thick bars 

Of clouds that hide Ood's glories from our eyes ; — 

Careless to what dark gulf his galley flies ; 

Dazzled by fieiy splendours, heavenly gleams, 

He sails and sinks — ^nor yet wakes from Olympian dreams. 
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The spells divine of beauty that enfold thee, 
like rosy light in summer time ; the grace, 
like music, in thine eyes ; the eloquent face, 
That win to worship those who still behold thee ; 
No — ^nor the hyacinth tresses, nor the voice, 
Sweet as the rippling of the star-lit rills. 
That break the silence of nymph-haunted hills ; 
Nor thy glad smiles, or talk, could bid rejoice 
That mystic, myriad-stringM lute, my heart ; 
But when I knew thee, and could see enshrined, 
Within that shape of loveliness, a mind 
Shedding around thee a perpetual youth. 
Of purity, sweet innocence, and truth. 
Then was my soul near heaven, iof which thou art. 
Even while on earth with us, a bright immortal part. 



« 
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O'er the white urn that held the sacred heart 
Of great Isocratea of old, was placed 
The marble image of a Siren, graced 
With all the loveliness of Grecian art 
Emblem of eloquence, whose music sweet 
Won the whole world by its enchanting spells, — 
Oh ! with what type shall we our Hemans greet I 
What image shall portray the spirit that dwells 
Within her soul? An angel from the skies, 
Beaming celestial light from lipe and eyes 9 
The olden Siren sang but to deceive, — 
To lure mankind to death her voice was given ; 
But thine, Felida, thy bright words enweave 
Immortal truths that guide to Qod and Heaven. 
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Heir to the glories of the glorious Pajst, 
Baphiiel, Guide, Titian, live and shine 
Methinks once more on earth — ^the stany trine 
In whose bright moulds thy poet-soul was cast 
See fire-eyed fancy guide thy glowing hand, 
And Beauty soften, and young grace refine. 
While near thee Truth and Skill and Genius stand. 
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Brightning thy golden path to rank and fame. 
Bright be the garlanda that enwreath thy name, 
That with thine own Napoleon's shall go down 
To fdture ages, and thy memoiy crown 
With starry diadem, like that which gleams 
O'er the sweet martyred Christian maid who beams 
And floats suspended as in heavenly dreama 
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I saw a star-beam imaged on the sea : 

A cloud came o'er it^ and its light was gone. 

I saw the meteor-flres of heaven gleam forth 

In beauty, but their glory was a flash : 

They shone divinely, and then vanished straight. 

I saw a rainbow spanning the blue hills; 

A moment like the Throne of God it glittered : 

Another moment darkness took its place, 

And t-empest wrapped the land in night. Even so 

Was thy brief splendour, Shelley. On our earth 

Thou didst descend like Hermes, the bright winged 

And heavenly Messenger from gods to men ; 

But scarcely hadst thou lighted on our orb— ^ . 

Scarce had the beauty of thy coming shone, 

Ere thou wert borne away in clouds and lightnings 

To the immortal homes of the Divine ; 

Yet shall the message which thou didst bring down 

Prom high Olympus, be with man for ever, 
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A melody of the spheres, a song sublime, 
Taaght thee on high by the great Poet — Ood. 



Nighty with her flaming stars, is o'er the world ; 
The distant waters gleam in shimmering light ; 
The downs, like far-off mountains, blend their brows 
With the deep ocean-blue of sky and air ; 
There is no sound — ^there is no breath abroad ; 
But all is peaceful as sweet childhood's sleep, 
When watched by angels guarding its repose. 
Forth from my Eastern books, in whose deep page 
Is shrined a beauty, wisdom, and perception 
Of God — ^the Future and immortal Truth, — 
Such as no others offer to the mind, 
(For Flato seems a child employed in toys, 
Playing with sea^ells by the shores of Time, 
When with the Orient sages read or weighed), 
I steal into the covert dark of night. 
And breathe its cool refreshing air, and pace. 
With thoughtful footstep, by the lone sea-beach 
That stretches out before me. All my heart 
Opens to soothing influences ; my soul 
Throbs with magnetic rapture ; and my spirit. 
Which is the living mind within that soul — 
Its ruler, essence, god — ^feels as if plumed 
With star-bright pinions, it could rise from earth, 
And blend itself with Y^nus, or Orion, 
Or golden-belted Jupiter. O Stars ! 



236 POSKs. 

Why are ye sphered so far and iar away t 

Why can we not commingle with your beams^ 

And see your vales, and mountains, and deep lakes, 

And ancient forests, and great waterfiedls, 

And all the shining peoples that ye hold 9 

Why can we not horn them learn wisest lore. 

And the philosophy of other tongues, 

And other beings, raised beyond ourselves 

In vast Creation's scale of organized life) 

For who, but some dull dotard, on whose mind 

Hie broad and liberal beam of light ne'er shone, 

Can hold the monstrous doctrine that these worlds, 

Transcendent in their organism and vast, 

Are empty bubbles, uninhabited orbs. 

Wherein no soul makes music to its God, 

Or any eye beholds the boundless beauty, 

Magnificence, and law, that rule his spheres 9 

Does not the Universe, that daily opes 

Its pages to the eye, and in each atom 

Holds life and being, give reply to those 

Who preach from pulpits that there is no world 

But one alone — this present — ^which hath men 

Or rational creatures — ^that all else is void 9 

Vain 'twere to aigue with such narrow thinkers^ 

Or hope the bigotted brain could comprehend 

The universal glories of the One, 

Whom they would drag to their own wretched level 

By likening Him in all things to themselves.* 

* 

* I have alladed here to that stnuage madnefls which set bo 
many ecientifio sages, a few yean ago, by the ears, some of the 
most noted among them pouring forth volumes to prove, that of 
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A night like this it was, when first I sailed 

Adown the bosom of the mystio Nile ; 

The clear, pnrpureal darkness wrapped me round 

In air transparent ; softly sighed the breeze ; 

The silver moon, the sparkling trembling stars, 

In maiden beauty, through the limpid sky, 

Glittered like royal virgins, when behind 

Their golden lattices they flash sweet light 

Upon the outward world ; within the stream 

The glittering heaven was mirrored, forming there 

A second sky of moon and beaming stara 

Slow, like a swan, and with a pace as proud. 

Floated our dahabie, and like a dream, 

Or like a misty picture seen in dream. 

The land of solenm Memnon gleamed afar — 

The holy land of Pyramid and Sphynx, 

While sang our sailors their monotonous chant 

To Arab music, softly, low, and plaintive : 

** dave^ why weepesi thout Thou bringesi back 

Thoughts of mine oum beloved one. Doet thou think 

We ahaU return to home, or ahall we die 

In/oreign land f The bough inclined, and bare 

A golden cup ; but as I reached the hand 

To take it, I was dazzled by the Ught : 

A virgin bright as roBea stood brfore me : 

* brother, thou hast waked me from my rest 

By thy fond loving eyes — and deep is gcne,^ 

I said to her — * Why weepest thou beiotM f 



the countless millions of splendid worlds in the universe, this 
tiny little planet of ours was the only one that was inhabited. 
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Why dost thautoeepf Boaet — toAy dosi thou toeq}f** 
And 80 we floated onward in a spell, 
As if the Woter-fnys of yore were near. 

Land of mTsteiious wonders — ^Andent Nile ! 

With silent, deep, imperial, solemn flow, 

As though the Eiyer knew itself a Dream 

Of the Past Sacred Ages, when the Yoioe 

Of God was heard out of the parent hearen, 

And mighty secrets then were fiiBt revealed 

On the smaragdine table of pure Thoth, 

Of Sphynx, the Phoenix, and the Labyrinth, 

Whose gleams even yet shine on our wondering eyes. 

Dimly, divinely pictured by the Dead 

In hues that live for ever— could I send 

Forth, through this sparkling sea of night and stars, 

My spirit back into the shadowy Past, 

To read the Mysteries — ^the deej^ dark-veiled lore 

That shrouds the byegone, even as the great brow 

Of the Saitic Isis was enwrapped ; 

Then would I, like some Archimage of eld, 

Summon before me, from his dreamless sleep. 

The sovereign Architect of cunning hand 

Who first designed the Pyramid, and raised 

Its magic structure o'er the sandy wastes. 

And I would ask him unto what great end 

He framed their forms stupendous ? Was he one 

Of the primeval race of men who, saved 

* This is an actual Egyptian river-song — wUd and mystical 
enough. 
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From great Atlantis,* dreaded other wrecks 
And mighly continents submei^ged by seas — 
Temple and tower, palace^ dty, hamlet. 
Whelmed in a moment in the yawning hell 
Of waters opening from the fell abyss ) 
Or did he raise those vast and awful piles 
To be as watch-towers for the wandering stars, 
Where the wise hierophants of oldoi time 
Made mighty calculations, and obserred 
The rise and fall of each particular orb ; 
And from their phases drew strange prophecy 
Of that which was to come in future days. 
Beading the new-bom age by ages past^ 
Which form the analogues of things to be t 
Was he a pontiff who desired to raise 
A £uie to Isis which should never fall — 
A fire-shaped emblem of the Eternal Fire — 
An altar indestructible as Time, 
And so a fitting symbol of its Ood i 
Or a proud king, who for his mummied corpse 
Designed this tomb imperial ) Come, thou Shape 
That beckonest to me with thy shadowy hand 
Of dun Egyptian gloom, solve me this riddle — 
Flash it in lightning utterance to my heart — 
Gome in thy clouds. The Phantasm answers not : 

* The vast continent which connected Europe with America, 
and whose submersion, in a far distant age, gave birth to the 
yarious mythosses of the Ogygian Deluge, ko. The Arabs call 
the Atlantic, Tlie Sea qf Darkneaa^ though without knowing 
that it received that name from the devastation which its out- 
burst caused. In the bottom of this great Ocean are submerged 
the reliques of some of the greatest cities of primeval men. 
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Silent it looms, even as the Pillar of Sand 
That walks the deserts like a thing of life ; 
And yet methinks I see his spectral form 
Peering from yon dusk cavern in the skies, 
Behind whose frowning darkness sinks the Moon. 
• ••••* 

And now the Queen of Night comes forth again^ 
In robe of silver, o'er the purple fields 
Of liring air, and on the rippling wave 
She casts her calm and virgin smile of love ; 
And the dim Phantom of Egyptian days 
Is gone, with the dark cloud that veiled his form. 
Gone to his Pyramid, to dream beside 
The rifled chamber where they laid him dead, 
Nor feared that any sacrilegious hand 
Would burst his cerements. But the stars revealed not 
The Babylonian Caliph, dark Al-Maimon, 
When, with mailed soldier, sheikh, and shaven priest, 
He burst the Pyramid, and proudly scaled 
The upper chamber : there a coffin lay 
Of finest basalt, which enclosed a Man,* 
Whose golden corselet, all with jewels set. 
Diffused a light like day ; across his breast 
A sword of keenest temper, darting flame. 
So radiant was its brightness ; at his head 
A carbuncle, that glittered like the eye 
Of some fierce lion in his darkling lair. 
Or fire &r off at night on searbeat rock ; 
And on his brow a circlet of red gold, 

* ThuB anecdote is related by Ibn Abd Alkohm, an Arabian 
anthor in his Dtfoaurte qfthe Wonders qf Egypt 
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On which were graven letters that no man 

Of all the doctors in the Caliph's train 

Conld aught decypher. Who, and what was he 

Thus, after ages, suddenly disclosed, 

After his sleep of many thousand years f 

The fikbricator, or the royal priest, 

For whom this I^rramid was raised ) I know not, 

But thou indeed, O Phantom of the Past, 

Oouldst all reveal, if thou wouldst stoop to earth. 

And from thy glimmering gloom, and cave of cloud, 

Wouldst straight lay bare the bosom of thy lore. 

» • • • • 

Beautiful though yon violet veil of clouds. 
The moon, in queenlike splendour, lifts her head, 
Silvering the scene with poesie and love, ^ 

And breathing holy peace into the heart. 
If spirits ever visit earth, methinks 
They would select a moonlit hour like this. 
When all is radiant, still, serene, and sacred. 
And so most like their own £ur spirit-spheres. 
But do they visit it i The heart receives 
Almost without denial, what the brain 
Refuses to accept ; and yet the records 
Of airy visitants from the Land of Shades 
Are all so many, and have had such witnesses, 
That he, indeed, must be locked up in doubts 
Who would deny them. I would rather err 
With those who hold it for a truth, than take 
My place beside the scoffers or the sceptics ; 
For I, too, have had dreams, and thoughts, and visions, 
That are not of the common stock of things, 

M 
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But savour of another land and lore 

Tlian that in which I mingle : whispers soft 

Have glided throng mine ear in forest haunts, 

And aiiy strains and songs hare steeped my soul 

In music that belonged not to this earth ; 

And I have heard the Sea itself put forth 

Sounds that were not of mortal birth or tone, 

But had a melodj and solemn speech 

Peculiar to themselves ; and on mine eyes 

Have glinted in the vesper hour of stars, 

Ethereal forms, that flashed in beauty's light. 

But spake not, and yet lived, and moved, and breathed ; 

And I haYe/eU their presence round and through me, 

With a strange awe, and chilling of the blood, 

And palpable rippling of the startled heart. 

That knew not why its pulses beat and beat, 

With that mysterious motion. Can I buiy 

In deep forgetfulness these mystic memories. 

Or say they have no meaning) 

Henry tells 
A strange, romantio vision which befel 
A Mend of his in Canada.* She sat 
One evening in her garden, richly filled 
With apple, peach, and cherry-trees ; the sun 
Had set, and purple twilight gleamed around. 
And shed its smile subdued on an oak paling 
Which fenced the garden; it waa old and brok^ 
Beautified here and there with shining ivy. 
And sloping on until it circled round 

* See Strange Thinga among tu, a singularly interesting volume, 
by H. Spicer, Esq. 
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A large and fair-branched cherry-tree, the sire 

And flower of all the rest ; and here at noon 

She loved to ait, and shelter from the sun, 

And bury her heart in some old favourite book 

Of fiction. Thus it happed she sate, when quick 

Ab though a lanoe of light shot through her soul, 

A sudden impulse made her raise her eyes 

From the book she held, and sudden, then, she saw 

A gentle girl of seventeen summers, come 

With light, but hurried tread, along the paling : 

Her robe was loose and rich ; her golden hair 

Lay, like a fall of sunbeams through a rift, 

Upon her snowy neck and shoulders smooth ; 

And in her hand she held her waving dress. 

Slightly upraised, which gave a passing glimpse 

Of little feet, in red morocco slippers. 

Such as were worn some centuiy ago. 

And so with rapid foot she reached the tree. 

And hastily untwining a blue scarf 

Which hung across her shoulders, on a bough 

She tied one end, and slipping round her neck 

A loop at the other, leaped into the air, 

^Jid swang suspended from the fatal branch. 

The dazed spectator shrieked and &lnted ; fast 

As feet could bear them, rushed the household forth, 

And so with water from the well, and all 

The kindly lovingness of kindred hearts, 

They wooed her back to consciousness : she called 

Aloud for help, and bade them run with speed, 

And from the cheny-tree unbind the girl 

Who had thus rashly sought to leap from life 
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Into the dark obliTion of the dead. 
All heard her words, but deemed her senses gone, 
For no £sur girl was on the bough, to which, 
With eye and finger still she turned, and turned, 
As one distraught with grief and sore afi&ight. 
And so they bare her gently in their arms. 
And laid her on her couch to welcome sleep ; 
Yet oft and oft she asked, with pitying speech. 
After the poor £ur suicide, but in vain ; 
They knew not of her, nor of what she spake, 
But hoped that rest would bring her senses back. 
Or would awaken her from this nervous dream. 
Thus passed a week, and all was well again ; 
But still she vouched the truth of what she saw ; — 
So they enquired among the country folk, 
If any such &ir phantom had been seen ? 
But none had heard or witnessed, — ^till at last 
An agM n^;ress, ninety years of so. 
Remembered what had happened in her youth : 
A tale— a sorrowful tale of love and death. 
And a young girl betrothed to a French lord. 
Who swore he loved her dearly ; so she trusted. 
And he set sail for France, to win consent 
From haughty sire, and still more haughty dame, 
To bless their nuptials ; so she looked, and looked, 
And longed for his return, but yet he came not, 
Nor did he send ; but tidings came at length 
That he had wedded in fidr France another, 
iuia maae a mockery of his past vows. 
She spake no word — she shed no tear, but went 
From the old lichen covered hall alone 



n 
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Into the garden ; on her sacred grief 

Her gray-haired &ther bade them not intrude ; 

But when they sought her next, they found her dead — 

Suspended by her silk blue scarf upon 

The oheny-tree ; her small feet almost touched 

The sward — and well the negress treasured up 

The little incident of the scarlet slippers, 

In which those pretty delicate feet were cased. 

And underneath this tree they buried her, 

Without the rites which holy Mother Church 

Beligiously bestows on all the wicked, 

Save those who rush unbidden before Qod ; 

Yet let us hope her spirit is in heaven, 

Though why her Phantom thus was seen that eve, 

Hurrying, with wild footstep, to that spot. 

Can no man guess ; yet seen, indeed, it was, 

If there be truth in woman. 

Strange ! that now 
This tale should flash upon me with quick life, 
Out of the chaos past of many years. 
In £ur, but spectral viyidness and beauty. 
But who can solve the mysteries of our being. 
Or do aught else but echo the old saw, 
That " we are wondrously and fearfully made V* 

Throne of our Lord and Father ! — starry-gemmed. 

Stupendous temple, shrined with grandeur round, 

Boundless and far-extending ! for what sin 

Is mortal man chained down to lowly earth. 

When in his swelling spirit he would rise 

And traverse all thy worlds, and view the wonders 
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Wliich God profuselj scatters ? Why does he 

Whose aspimtL(Hi8 are so like a god's, 

Walk amid mire, when in his soul divine 

He feels himself a part of the Infinite, 

With wishes, feelings, thoughts, exulting dreams, 

As boundless as Infinity itself? 

How oft this question rushes on my soul — 

How weightily it presses. All I see 

Of Qod reveals benevolence to all ; 

Yet man is not a happy creature : man 

Alone, among all others, restless ever. 

Longs for a state which he cannot attain. 

So long as he is man : in vain he seeks 

In courts, or camps^ or stately halls^ or cells 

Lined with the learning of a thousand minds, 

To satisfy the want within him ; never 

Can the great chasm be filled : it is as vast^ 

Nay, it ia vaster than this sapphire arch 

Of splendours ; and though all the stars themselves 

Were set within it, in their infinite zones. 

To guide them as it pleased, it still would si^ 

For other stars to fill its void immense. 

Night, thou art holier, grander &t than Day. 
Then the sun shines, indeed, and all is beauty, 
0*er plain and mountain, garden, and deep sea ; 
But this is all : 'tis Night alone reveals 
To man how boundless are the works of God, — 
How infinite are tiie worlds He fonns and rules, — 
With what immutable law He guides, preserves. 
And clothes them in immortal fire and light. 
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And oould we soar beyond those sliining zones, 

What heights we should attain! what mighty homes! — 

Perchance the very Thrones of Gk>d himself. 

Where He sits circled by the paradise gods. 

There the divine archangels ever sing 

Amid the choir of stars, to heavenly haips^ 

Whose voice is harmony all pure and perfect 

There where the li^t outshines the feireBt splendour 

Of moon and star and sun, though all were blent 

Into one gold and silver shedding whole. 

Mid flowers celestial, bowers and happy vales, 

And pastures blooming ever with rose trees. 

And waters hymning sweetly as his voice. 

The Heavenly Shepherd to his listening flock 

Chants melodies sublime, and pours around 

On each and all the loveliness and light 

Of everlasting spring with chaplets crowned, 

And leads them to the Temple where the Spirit 

Of Beautifulness abideth to all time. 



O thou great Being, high enthroned 

On thunder, star, and cloud. 

To whom, through every ill my soul 

In childlike reverence bowed, 

Fve seen thee in the lightning's flash. 

And in the tempest's wrath, 
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And o'er the foaming ocean's soige 

Have traced thy fiery path ; 

I've heard thy voice in whirlwinds swift, 

And in the cataract's boom. 

And from the starlit domes of night 

Have watched Thee grandly loom : 

Yet winged with wonder as thou wert> 

Great Spirit^ wheresoever 

I tivned and found thee, still I knew 

My soul was all thy care. 

I fed my thoughts on human things, 

I bowed in earthly fanes, 

On mortal idols fixed my heart, 

And walked in gilded chains; 

Yet even in hours when worlds of joy 

Seemed grasped within my hand, 

I turned to thee, and saw my wealth 

So bright — ^was dust or sand. 

I trod the schools, and bathed my soul 

In sunshine of the Past, 

And treasures rare of olden lore 

With mighty toil amassed ; 

I paced beneath thy heaven and looked 

Aloft from earth with pride. 

But found that all that led from Thee 

Led only to misguide. 

In pleasure's rosy bowers I strayed, 
And banquetted at will, 
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And drained the diamond cnpa of joy, 

That charm the while they kilL 

I soiled my star-bright soul with sin, 

And plunged in wild excess ; 

Yet still I turned to Thee, whose smile 

Seemed formed to love and bless. 

In proud ambition's lists I rode, 

And tilted there with kings, 

Tet felt how worthless are the toys 

The crowd's applauding brings. 

The earthly pomp that round me shone, 

The rapturous shout of fame ; — 

I looked alofb — one glance at heaven 

Deposed them all with shame. 

Tet while I owned thy goodness rare^ 
And even at times would weep 
For wanderings past, my headstrong soul 
Held all thy mercies cheap. 
Blindly and wickedly I walked, 
And Earth preferred to Thee, 
Nor ever at thy pardoning feet 
Bowed down my stubborn knee. 
And now when on my soul I gaze, 
And turn within my view. 
In sadness and remorse I shrink, 
Nor dare the glance renew. 
Hell boils beneath my troubled breast ;. 
I tremble and fall down, 
And dare not say. Forgive me, Lord 1 
Nor meet a Father's frown. 
M 2 
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Lord, I have sinned, nor worUiy am 

To call myself thy child ; 

The snow-white soul thou gavest me 

I yield Thee back defiled. 

The spirit blessed by thy right hand, 

And formed through heaven to soar, 

Is stained with sin, and scarcely dares 

Thy mercy, Lord, implora 

Cleanse me in fire ; embathe my soul 

Li suffering keen and long, — 

Till every print be thence effaced 

Of human crime and wrong. 

But Father, Father, hurl me not 

For ever fix)m thy breast; 

But lift once more thine erring child 

To see Thee — ^and be blest. 



Yet when, O Lord, o'er earth I look. 

And all thy mercies see, 
My fainting soul takes strength and hope. 

And fondly trusts in Thee. 

Thy sunshine clothes the sphere with flowers 

To glad man's aching eyes ; 
Thy love beams down on him at night 

From fond and starry skies. 
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The golden light of day illumefl 
His laboming heart with smilefl ; 

The lark's gay carol cheers his toil| 
And weariest thought beguiles. 

The forests filled with joyous life, 

The ocean vast, the air, 
Show that thy wide and bonndlefls love 

Is busy every where. 

The tiny wren his bliss proclaims 
In chirpings short and sweet ; 

The lark soars upward to thy thrones 
Thy morning smile to greet 

The summer insects ping ^11 day 

Amid their leafy homes ; 
The fishes gambol gladly through 

The ocean's silver foama 

This world of ours — ^those worlds around, 
Where'er our eyes extend, — 

Proclaim that wondrous love of thine, 
That knows no bound or end 

And oh I shall Man, thy last and best 

Creation, only be 
Exempt from that embracing love 

That ever flows firom Thee ? 
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Biuy me by the sea — iihe sounding sea^ 

Whose blue bright waters I so loved on earth, — 

Beside whose rippling waves at earlj mom, 

When the white plumM steeds whose ejes flashed light 

Bore the fsdr Goddess of the Dawn on high, 

I loved to wander and to muse in silence, — 

Beside whose purpling billow, when the West 

Was all ablaze with gold, with rosy pictures, 

With scenes more beautiful than Claude e'er saw. 

I lay outstretched with the Apocalypse, 

That map of mysteries sublime and aweful. 

And soared with it into ethereal realms ; 

And watched the first fair gleaming of the starsy 

Or the thin crescent moon, when she came forth 

In virgin light and beauty, like a child 

Of God who walked amid the heavenly plains. 

So pure, so mild, so beautiful, so calm. 

Yes — by these waters I would £un repose. 

Far from the noise of towns. To me it were 

No gladness in my dying dream to think 

That I should rest amid the rank black dust 

Of old Westminster, though that dust is formed 

Of the famed dead who lie beneath its towers ; 

Nor would I have those atoms which have made 

Mine earthly tenement to dissolve away 

Amid the damp, the cobwebs, the pent up 

And prison-like cloister of that storied pile ; 

No— let Bxe lie alone, near those great waves, 
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That are the voice of God, — near those green downs, 
On which the sunlight and the shadow falls 
In beauty intermingled^ like the grave 
And lively melodies of some grand song 
By the musician firamed, — on which the lark 
Soars high to heaven, and sings his rapturous lay, 
While the free winds that are as free as freedom. 
And therein like my soul, sweep o'er the heath 
Of purpling bud, and thyme, and golden gorse. 
And harebell, and auemond, and violet. 
Cowslip and primrose, and the sweet blue belL 
Over my lowly grave with thick short grass, 
Let the thrush wake his luscious note at dawn, 
And the shy blackbird pour his dulcet strain, 
While still and still, and still for ever breaks 
The billow on the distant shore, — ^in light, 
In darkness, in the soft bright hour of summer. 
And in the winter when the storm is strong. 
Howe'er it breaks, in sweetness or in thunder, 
Methinks it speaks the voice of a living God. 
Bury me in this pla^e ; there let me rest 
In the clear open air without a tomb. 
Without a marble, under the green turf; 
And scatter a few seeds within the mould. 
To shed their beauty o'er me as I sleep. 
And woo the bird or bee to visit my grave. 
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Pfricje to $al)r f 0jets.* 

Blessings descend on the tomb of Al-Hassan, 
Son of the Son and Moon, Lord of Ehorassan ; 
He was the Critic of Critics, and neyer 
Walked on this earth one in judgment so clever. 
Hear how he managed the great Bard Hil-Ali 
By a most witty and sultan-like sally. 

Blessings upon thee, thou Caliph o/Floggers, 
Scamer of scribblers omd mere petUfoggerSj 
Hater of sycophcmts, wheedkrSy and coggers* 
Thou couldst make mighty the slowest of joggers. 

All craved audience one day of this Caliph, 
Hoping to carry off PhoBbua's bay leaf. 
In he was ushered ; and saw him reclining 
High on his throne, and in emeralds shining. 
Come and sit by me, — so Hassan commanded ; 
Up to the throne itself Ali was handed. 

There he sat down hy this Monofirch ofFloggers, 
JSmfiedy I ween, by the courtiers and coggers; 
All the slouHsoaches and orofwlers and joggers 
Hissed in their hearts <U him Uke peU^oggers. 



* The anecdote on which these verses are f oonded is related by 
Mir-Mohammed Taki, a celebrated Indian writer, who lived under 
the Mogul Emperor, Shah-Allum, son of Aurengzebe^ 

t Cogger, a wheedler, a flatterer. 
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" Now then, begm,** sajs the Caliph, and straightway 
Through a vast Epic our Bard made a great way ; 
As he read on, it appeared not a single 

New thought was in it ^'twas nothing but jingle ; 

Metaphor, episode, trope, were all stolen ; 
Turgid the thought^ and the language was swollen. 

Oreat was the rage of Ma MancMreh ofFloggere; 

Euge wu the joy of ike courUere and coggers. 

AU went oUj hU hie eteede proved elowjoggerSy 

And hie Nine Mueee were mere pelH/oggers. 

" Wretch 1 " roared AI-Hassan, " for this your bravado, 

Suffer you shall " — and he called Bastinado : 

" Whip him, and whop him, and slash him with rigour ;" — 

Ali was wallopped as black as a nigger. 

Vainly, though loudly, he called on the Prophet — 

He might as well have called Satan from Tophet. 

Whip him and tehop himy most Potent o/Floggers, 

Hie he a lesson to aU pettifoggersy 

h^er to come here with their elow-padng joggers ; — 

' Bea/iUifid /* beauiijul /** shouted the coggers. 

When the unfortunate Minstrel recovered. 
Then, for the first time, it seems he discovered 
That his great Epic was dull as ditch-water. 
And that himself had committed Muse^daughter : 
Down on his knees he fell, gratefully thanking 
Hassan for curing him of mountebanking. 

• *'BelU/ 6eai/"— the Oriental exclamation of delight 
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** Ohry andpraite to thee. Caliph o/Flaggers, 
For honing cured me hrfore oil these ooggen : 
I should have Uved and died with peUifoggen, 
If you had not thus belabowred my Joggers/* 

Off went oar humble-pie hero to Djamiy 
Who, in those days, among Bards was most gamey, 
Crowned with the greenest and splendidest korelB 
(This they all owned in their drunkennest quarrels), 
Djami received the poor devil, and sheltered, 
Though every muscle with agony weltered. 

So you ham come from the Caliph o/FloggerSy 
He who ddights in his wheedlers and coggers; 
Tarry unth me, and FU moke aU these joggers. 
Class you tig longer with vile pettifoggers. 

Seven long years under Djami he studied, 
Clearing his brains of the trash that bemuddied ; 
Seven more years in the forests and mountains 
lived he with Nature, and from her sweet fountains 
Drew inspiration, entirely ignoring 
Figures and tropes, that set all people snoring. 
Then he werU back to the Caliph o/Floggers, 
Filled with contempt/or all drnices amd joggers. 
Anxious to prove to pimps, courtiers, and coggers, 
They could no more rank him wUh peUifoggers. 

Audience again he demanded — and got it : 
All of them thought him a booby besotted. 
'' Come and sit by me,'' says Hassan ; and Ali 
Mounted the jewelled throne briskly and gaily. 
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" Read ! " says the Caliph ; and All, like lightning, 
Opened the book, with his features all biightening. 
So he read onjbr Me Mona/reh o/Flogger9 — 
Mule <md durnhfyimded toere courtiers amd coggers : 
AU the dull plodders and base pettifoggers 
(honed that the BarcPs steeds no longer were joggers. 

" Bring me," says Hassan, " a right royal garment — 
He shall no longer be dressed like mere varmint ; 
Bring me a diadem, jewelled and golden; 
Bring me a handful of purses, all holding 
Guineas in thousands ; and daily, my baillie, 
Tou shall dine with me," says Hassan to Ali. 

** Blessings upon thee, thou Monarch ofFloggers P^ 

Bawled ovJt the sycophants, conrtisrsj and coggers ; 

Down on their knees, /dl the bctse pettifoggers; 

Down on their /aces the duUards and joggers. 

'^ Gkntlemen all," says AI-HaAsan, " take warning 
By what youVe heard and have witnessed this morning; 
Know that I've horsewhips for dunces and blockheads. 
But that for scholars I empty my pockets. 
Therefore, let none bring his Epics to Hassan, 
Unless they're worthy of me and Ehorassan. 

Blessings upon thee, thou Monarch o/Floggersf 

Long Ivoe all sycophants, courtiers, and coggers ; 

Scores of good dinners be yours, pettifoggers; 

Bards, keep aloof, if your steeds are but joggers. 
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%WBiCXftOXdiXHTIU. 
Bring ti8 the purple liqtdd 

Of sweetly smiling wine, 
And bring ns cups, and crown them 

With clnstered leaves of vine. 
The grape alone the passions 

Of wild jonth can assuage, 
And shed a charming lustre 

O'er the miseiies of age. 

The wine it sparkles brightly, 

As shines the sun in June ; 
The silver goblet glitters, 

As beams the gentle moon. 
Fill up the silver goblet — 

It and the wine shall be 
like sun and moon commingling. 

And shining gloriously. 

As thus we scatter round us 

The glowing sparks of wine, 
We seem like brave enchanters. 

Of some ethereal line. 
If roses &de in winter, 

No care corrodes our souls, 
A thousand liquid roses 

Float in our silver bowls. 

The nightingale sings sweetly. 
But when she flies away. 
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Oiir clinking cnps breathe music 

Sweet as her sweetest laj ; 
Hence with lament or sadness, 

Let sorrow's voice be mute ; 
Or should it wander hither, 

Well drown it in the lute. 

Sleep sits upon our eyelids, 

Like some refreshing dew, 
Fill up the magic goblet, 

And court kind sleep anew. 
Delightful is the madness, 

From brimming bowk that flows, 
And blest the sweet oblivion 

Of life's unending woes. 

Renew our dTstal beakers. 

With rosy wine once more, 
And bring us flowery chaplets, 

Like those we had before ; 
If wiQe-cups be forbidden, 

Or lawful, what care we 9 
Well revel until daybreak, 

Li wild and Bacchant glee. 



Fill, fill all your glasses, 

Pass the bright liquid around, 
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In the depthfl of the foaming cap, 
The pearls of trae pleasure are found : 

Ne'er on a meeting like this, 
Gloom or his minions frowned. 

As the broad ocean sparkles, 
When the beams of the west. 

Like orient jewels of lights 
On his blue bosom rest^ 

So wine — sunny wine, 
Brightens and cheers up the breast. 

See I — see how it blushes I 

Like a nymph whose fond &ce glows 
With a purple lights when Pan 

Wakes her from sweet repose ; 
Or the golden Venus of old, 

When frx)m the billows she rose. 



Thou who in soul art false and black as hell, 
From whose rank heart a hydra breathing pest 
Is seen to issue daily, when thou speakest ; 
Whose eyes are luminous with a viper glare ; 
Whose very &ce is scurvied by the rank 
And fetid blood that is thy being's life, 
Thou wonderest that I am not like thyself — 
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That I can pierce beneath thy lying mask 
And domino of deceit, «id look within 
Thy cayemons soul, and see, in slime coiled up, 
Thy serpent-nature ; watch its horrid fangs ; 
Behold its treacherous gaze and thought malign — 
Its venom-loving, venom-breathing maw. 
Know that to me Qod hath an instroct given, 
Which makes me at a glance discern the vile. 
The base, the fsdse, the horrible like thee ; 
That by an impulse, fresh from heaven itself, 
I know whom I may trust, and whom detest ; 
Therefore I loathe thee utterly — not as man, 
But aa an adder wearing human shape ; 
And while I loathe, I pity, for what sight 
Can be more pitiful than a living soul 
Which, for the Devil's wages, leaves its God. 



Wherein y^ aiUhorre desmbeth y^ contejUion hetweene y^ Winde 
and hys prettie mcnde Katharine. 

" Ec^ &f€fios ytvoiiufvJ* — Dionymu y^ Sophiste. 

"Oh ! that I were y« windel" 

Y* Poet by T* other daye whyle I satte 

hjTB flreeide "^ , "^ 

giTethames- By y* fire, with my catte, 

tie Kate, ^ resolved from some new book of humour to 

guzzle wit : 
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So sending off straight 
My maide, pretty Kate, 
told her to buy Boz's book — "Martin 
Chuzzlewit." 



u. 



Who goeth. She curtseyed and blushed, 

hurry forgot- But while downe stairs she rushed. 



OiAwl^ Scarcely waiting — ^the Siren — to pin up her 
bussel-bit, 

She suddenlie thought 
That her shawl she had not ; 
And without it she could not step out to 
buye Chuzzlewit. 

in. 

¥• Wynde For just then y* Winde, 

rumplethher r« / i. .1. 

ringlets and To be free was inclined, 

breaste. And leapt into her bright haire, determined 

to hustle it, 

And kissed her white breaste, 

Where you might see tressed 

Locksy* fairer than any in old Martin 

Chuzzlewit. 

IV. 

Prettie Kate Says my Kathleen oge,t 

accoBteth y« To y* Winde — " Stop, you rogue ! 

Winde. There 1 — see I — my fine, beautiful hair, how 

you rustle it 1 



* See advertiBement— ** A Key to the Whole House of Chuzzle- 
wit" 
t Young Katharine. 
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If this is the way, 
That you treat me thys daye, 
As I hope to be kissed. III not buye Martin 
Chuzzlewit. 

V. 

Prettie Kate « Where's y* good, let me know, 

waxeth ^^^ . _ 

warm, Of treating me so i 

Would you pull off my gowne, that in thys 

waye you tussel it 9 

My masterre may wait, 

But, indeed, sure as fate, 

If you will not leave off, I'll not fetch Martin 

Chuzzlewit. 

VL 

And flooldeth «< I yow and declare, 

y Winde for 

stopi>ing You re as rude as a bear ; 

^ ^ ' But if I were y* Queene of y* Winde, I 

would muzzle it. 

Nor let it thus stay, 

Prettie girls on their way. 

To wink at the men — and to buye Martin 

Chuzzlewit. 

yn. 

to*** \^' " ^^^» '"^^ y^^ &^^ ^'^ ' 

y 'Poet a WelL I'll ask you no more : 

sweetokiM. ,, , , , .^. 

If I had y* patience of Job, you would puzzle 

it," — 



So back came y^ jade, 
With a sweet smile, that played 
Like a starre in her &ce — and made me 
forget Chuzzlewit 
Te/ourieerUhe daye 0/ February, a.d. 1843. 
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Once as in my youth I wandered, 

Dreaming dreamily amid 
Forests wild, Arcadian gardens, 

Vales in which the Nymphs lay hid 
By the silver-flashing waters. 

Gleaming in the sunlight fiedr ; 
From my dream I was awakened 
By a howl that pierced the air : 

Wille, foauy wau^ wau, toau I 

Wille, took, woh, woh, woh ! 

Whit to iohao ! uMt to whoo / woh ! 

Turning round, I saw three monsters — 

Wolves they were in human shape : 
Famine in their fire-red eyelids, 
And their rabid maws agape. 
From their fangs a horrid slaver 
Dripped in Acherontian dews, 
Something like the fetid venom 
Of three very foul reviews.* 

WiUey waUf vxm, wau, wau / 

WiUsy tjoohf vH>hy wohy rcoh ! 

Whit tOy whoo ! whit to whoo I woh ! 



* Saturday Review, Weekly Dispatch, WeeJdy Review, three 
joumalB whose editors, departing from aU fair critidam, did not 
hesitate to publish absolute fabehoods relative to the author's 
New Pantomime 
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As I faced these beasdy creatures, 

With my only sword, a pen, 
I could hear the owls and ravens 

Urge them onward from their den. 
On they came, as though to crunch me, 
At mj heart and throat they sprang, 
CaUing on the DoyII to aid them ; — 
Quick he came and bagged the gang. 
WiUe, vfohtj toaUj wau^ ukxu I 
WiUe, UH)Ky wohy woh, woh I 
WhU to whoo 1 whU to whoo 1 woh I 



liUle black Bob 

Was a desperate snob — 
His tongue was as sooty as grandmother's hob ; 

But the brain that he had 

Was so hopelessly bad, 
There wasn't in Bedlam one equally mad. 



Little Eobin Bedbreast, 
Come in from the cold, 

Tou shall have a silTcr bed, 
And a dish of gold; 

K 
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White bread and new bread, 
And sugar from the East — 

Won't these make my little bird 
A veiy dainty feastt 



Oliver Cromwell he had a big nose. 

As large as a parsnip, as red as a rose ; 

And he cut off the head of King Ohailes the ilrst. 

Which no other man but braye Goppemose djxnL 



Did you hear what happened unto naughty master Bob t 
He stole into our orchard the apple^arees to rob. 
But our dog Tommy caught him by the tail, — 
Tip came the constable, and lugged him off to jaiL 



There was a little fish, 
And he had a little dish, 

And he swam all about in the sea, 

Saying, is there no one willing, 
To give a little shilling, 

To a pretty little fish like me t 

Now there was a big blue shark, 
That lay dreaming in the dark. 
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And the little fish waked the fellow up ; 

So he got into a paacdon. 

As with sharks is the &shion> 
And he swallowed him down at a sap* 



I went to the wood. 

And caught a Bayen, 
Looking as grave 

As a monk new shaven : 
*' Baven, raven. 

Where is your home t" — 
** Sir," says he, 

« I'm the Pope of Rome." 

There was a Man, 

He took his knife, 
And he said to a lady — 

** Will you be my wife I 
* For if you wo'nt^ 

ril have your life "— 
** Sir," says she, 

«ni be your wife." 

Little Jack Snipe, 

He found some tripe, 
And did*nt know how to cook it, — 

So a cat came up, 

And gobbled it up, 
Saying, " Tkafa the way /cook it." 
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Oeoige the Fonrtli was a king -very ^oef 
He loved the best of meat and wine ; 
But now he's buried in Windsor graven 
And no more meat or wine can hare, 

Poor fellow ! 



** Where are you going, sweet Brian O'linn )" 
Said he, <^ Pm going to drink some gin." 
Then his wife got up, and she took a big pin, 
And stuck it in the nose of poor Brian O'linn. 

'* What are you doing, my du<^yf " says he ; 

'' I'm drinking some rum with my coffee," says she. 

Then Brian got up, and he spilled all the rum, 

And tweaked her long nose with his fing«r and thumbu 

Brian 0*Linn, he bought a pig^s tail, 
And sent out his wife for a pot of good ale ; 
But his wife, she diank the ale on the way, 
And did'nt come back to poor Brian all day. 

Then Brian got into a thundering rage, 
He danced about like a bear in his cage ; 
And he took his razor, and grabbed up his wife, 
And cut off her nose for the rest of her life. 



END OF THE POEKS. 
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My darling Kell, whose fiice is a boVr, 
Where a million blush-roses bud up every hour ; 
Walked forih with a choir of maidens, to pull 
A garland of roses most beautiful 

As'lilies, as roses, that £ur hands twine, 
brighter than other buds breathe and shine, 
So looked my Nell in that golden noon — 
They were bat stars, but she the moon« « 

Cupid arch in that garden lay hid. 

Nestled beneath a hyacinth's lid ; 

As I gaxed in her eyes, he shot his shaft — i 

It pierced, and the urchin fled off and laughed 

Sinee that dear hour our hearts have grown 
Together, and nought but love have known ; 
Though the roses she plucked most flowers excel, 
Tet I have a fiftirer than all — ^my NelL 



"Avdca KoXi Xlyovaa ^iXofc/bUiSnC *ApiaSva 

Bi| Sea Xiifmviav vpwtvoQ iiapiKQvt 
^AXXoic <rdv voXXaXin, furtwpew€ S* l^oxa iraalioy 

*Oc lov €iv oXXocc avO^inv i|c poSov. 
ElSov iyw Kovpa^ IXuecmriSac* fiSev €fA avrov^ 

'Pffc^a S* ic Ifrop Ifihv ro^a rtraiviv Epw^. 
AyOca XcP AptaSvcp cyoi 8f ^<Xi}v *ApiaSvi|v 

KaXXiOTOv Tomfc avOo^ ifCifXiffciyc. 
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"HAY nvpr •yaeon. 



BaSf^orv ifyrt fifiari Olpiwf 
"'Exaipov I8wv KoXXcc laptv^ 

*AfAVo{fC T iir6\peai adiipoprac — 



/3. 

Naircucrc raccrS* av clXairiva^oicv, 
^Hjidrtpoi wc 7^ vp6rtpov* 

Tijad* oIk/oc w^v^i iyizivhv 
Upawl^^amv av apivKOi aov, 

'Jfitp6€v wav T i<TT* ipartivov, 
'A/i^* £X<rca ra Uvpy'-rSmt. 



7- 

'Ev Xf/uvp t<Trciroi' vaoc toc ^X^^ 
'Hyc/Lecfveuv (nu^aiv, aXXa ir/>&c 

9€o6c ovSfirore Xf/ovcrcv 6vx«C> 
iKfpyoc yap itrri roirwv ovpovoc* 
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Siiint Castle ftte. 



As I roved out on a somnier's mornings 

Down by the twmks of Kackwater side, 
To view the groves and meadows charming, 

And pleasant gardens of CasUe Hyde. 
It is there you will hear the thrashes warbling, 

The dove and partridge I now describe, 
The lambkins sporting each night and, morning 

All to adorn sweet Castle Hyde. 

2. 

If noble princes from foreign places 

Should chance to sail to this Irish shore, 
It is in this valley th^ conld be feasted 

As xiften heroes had done before. 
The wholesome air of this habitation 

Would recreate your heart with pride ; 
There is no valley thiaa|^ut this nation 

With beauty equal to Castle Hyde. 



There's a church for service in this fine harbour, 
Where nobles often in their coaches ride 

To view the streams and pleasant gardens 
That do adorn sweet Castle Hyde. 
N 2 
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Brfcc Kal cloriv, rai;f>oc ri % ?»»o*> 

"Ocic iCfioXkoi, Svoi Koi rtmroi 
'Ev role opowpoic nwp7'-*Y8€ot». 

8. 

To£roi<rc Spvfiot^ avOwv avavfra 
'PoSov Z{ikou rh Xttpiov, 

Owic Ix" X'^P^^ €v^op«T€poi^* 
"EXo^cm ri Kal aleroi iratZovai 

Sjyv aXam|& irapa wcrofA^, 
*Ix96€c iroXXol ical ir€<r(rci;ov(r< 

KaXfri payer* iv nvp7'-*Y8«fci- 



BXapviiac SXai koI BoXXtrKcvcoXif^ 

Kal BcafKac-aoTv rh IXapov, 
Pa9ic({p/iaicoc, ^(Xt| r Afi^v-^taXn^ 

Qofia fiev icpaS(i|v l/Saoricavov* 
'E<tfpaica Tov Sewavov poac> 

Boppov pkOpa, tui\ BpvScov^ 
''AXX* oiSa^ Si^MOi pl€0p' 4 irJao 

'OfKOca TOiori JIvpY-^YScoB* 
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There is fine hones and stall-fed oxen 
And a den for foxes to play and hide, — 

Fine mares for breeding^ and foreign sheeping. 
And snowy fleeoes in Castle Hyde. 



The richest groves in this Irish nation 

In fine plantations youll find them there, 
The rose, and tulip, and fine carnation. 

All Tie with the lily £ur. 
Hie buck, the doe, the fox, the eagle, 

Do skip and play by the river side ; 
The trout and salmon they play back-gammon 

In those clear streams of Castle Hyde. 



I rode from Blarney to Bally-Kenealy, 

To Thomastown and sweet Doneraile, 
To sweet Eilshannock and gay Bathcormick, 

Besides KiUamey and Abbey-fiul, 
The river Shannon and pleasant Boyne, . 

The flowing Barrow and rapid Bride ; 
But in all my ranging and serenading^ 

I saw no equal to Castle Hyde. 
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"ANAS TON *ANePQnO<>ArQN NH2QN. 
a. 

Aiyia filyav rbv &(nr({ri|v 

Ttiv ^AvOpanro^aywv N^orcai' ; 
*£SairoSoc r^ v\pBi i{v, 
Acaj3oX<|» liciXoc KC^oXi^v, 
To /3a(r(Xccov fuy^ ov OijVy 
TItvicto iri}X(|» val fia Z^v* — 
^Hv ovofia IlcovoiiyKaovavy, 

Aaoi Si icrc(v€iv Sfiotrav 

"AvoKT ^AvOfHoiro^ayiov N^erdnv. 

X0P02. 

^'Oic^ TTcuac^ vtyy^ ^^M* 
Ilvrr^ ircii rri} icafjSvXa iciffi, 
Toyyapn^ ovayyprj, Xiyypri, T"'/** 
''Ava^ 'Av9paiiro0ayciiv Nqerwv. 

T6pavvoc oi^oc YwaTacac 
"Elx lj3So/Ai)KovTa lukaiva^f 
"Sifii^tt^ KoXac Koi rpittKa^j 

Twv * AvBpwvo^ayiav Ni|<rwv« 
rvvacKcuv 6/L£iXita iracra 
'£icar&v rofvvv ^v a/Dta^ 
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f bft pittfi sd ilit CanntM Islanlrs. 
1. 

Oh! have you heard the news of late. 
About a mighty Kiug so great 9 — 
If you have not, 'tis in my pate, 

The King of the Cannibal Islands. 
He was so tall, near six feet six, 
He had a head like Mister Kick's, 
His palaoe was like Dirty Dick's^ 
Twas built of mud for want of bricks, 
And his name was Poonoowinkeewang, 
Flibeedee, flobeedee, Buskeebang, 
And a lot of Indians swore they'd hang 

The King of the Cannibal Islands. 

GHOBUa 

Hookee pokee wingkee fdm, 
Puttee po pee kaibnla cum, 
Tongaree, wongaree^ ching ree wum, 
The King of the Camiibal Islands.^ 

2. 
This Tnighty Eling had in one hut 
Seventy wiTes as black as soot, 
And thirty of a double smut, 

The King of the Caimibal Islands. — 
So just one hundred wives he had, 
And evexy week jifi was a dad, — 
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EXvrbv 7roifi<rav warlpa" 
*Yyyi|-Mv77^ icaX X^x^^* 

"OfiOfrav a6rac iK^iv SXt^Q 



Ilor* lire SacT* kXvt^c flv«5 
Aaovc k^kXeV, 6 yap Stjva^ 
Oavarov, int/ooc Irapa^ 

*£v i6fioic 'Av9/9iiiiro^irya>y Nifcrcav* 
rvvcuKcliv 6xXoc fdyuQ liv 
nV *£K^riiv, ical 'Atdfiv, 
Th Xonr^v apidfrH ifiriv 
Xpdav — ^ayuv vtKpovQ 8J XP^v 
"Oc iiir irpivfov '^yEfi6va^ 
^Om-fiffat Kai ^ayuv vifju^agj 
"EdeXfv 8' ^X*<v apxhQ waQ 

^AvoKT *Av$pwiro^aywv Nifcrwv 

*0t* Irpoyov ri Scrrfa, 
'H/^Savro roS \6pov r&xa, 

Ov Xcicrcrcav, &c XvcrcnoSifc j3ovc 
MlfivKB, Ko) Sea rofx^vc 
n^Xivovc avrbc' lv<{pouc* — 
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.Upon my word it was too bad, 
For his smutty dears soon droTe him mad : 
There was Hungkee Mnngkee short and tall, 
With Tnnee Miuiee and Keeko Poll, 
And some of them swore they would have all 
The Ejng of the Cannibal Islands. 



One day this King invited most 

Of all his subjects to a roast, 

For half his wives gave up the ghost, 

The King of the Cannibal Islands. 
Of fifty wives he was bereft^ 
And so he had but fifty left, 
He said with them he would make shift, 
So for a gorge all set off swift, 
The fifty dead ones were roasted soon. 
And all demolished before the noon. 
And a lot of chiefis vowed to have soon 

The Ejng of the Cannibal Islands. 

4. 

When they had done, and bones picked clean, 
They all began to dance I ween, 
The fifty wives slipped out unseen 

From the King of the Cannibal Isknds. 
He turning round, soon missed them all, 
So for his wives b0gan to bawl. 
But not one answered to his call ; 
He sprang out through the muddy wall, 
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'A/^xwc ^iXowvrac fiaXa €W— 



'EicoAci alypa ^iXaKa^, 
KoXo^civ 0(kwv aitaprlaiQf 
^kp\ovQ ivatptiv Koi injpac 

TCtv ^ AvOpanroif^aywv N^croiv* 
Tpaxn^OKOTTBiv ol ayptoi 
^Up^av fiiv * AvOpanrofayot, 
"Ava^ fioaEi, *0 vdiroi 
Kwfiii^ta aSrii iar I/lioc* 

'Sfprtpoi Twv Iv AfSy> 
AcairsSovai cy icXivp 

"AvoJCT* *Av9pci>iro^aYiiiv Nvy^uiv. 



BAPNEOY BPAAAAFANHS EPASIMOAflH. 



A(y€Tai WOT Iv &paiq 
MitrovvKrtoig rrpwt, 

T<c *I/3€/9VMCoc iraic 
*Ev fierij^ ri Koi Trvoy, 

^l6vSfiv KaXXaYavf}v 

Ilapa Bvpifov Sifv) 

McXt^iSip ry KoXXicrry— 
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Then into the woods he went with grie^ 
And found each <|ueen along with a chief, 
He swore he'd Macadamise every ihiei^ • 
The King of the Cannibal Islands. 

5. 

He sent for all his guards with knives. 
To put an end to all their lives, 
The fifty chiefs and fifly wives 

Of the King of the Cannibal Islanda 
These cannibal slaves at once began 
Carving their heads off one by one, 
And the King he langhed to see the fan. 
Then jumped into bed when all was done ; 
And every night when he's asleep. 
His headless wives and chie& all creep 
And roll upon him in a heap— 

The King of the Camiibal Islands. 



SsrsuD^ Srallafilrsn's Cimrtsbtir. 
1. 

'Twas on a windy night 

At two o'clock in the morning. 
An Irish lad so tight, 

All wind and weather scorning, 
At Judy Callaghan's door 

Sitting upon the palings, ^ 
His love tale did ponr; 

And this was part of his waiUngs : 
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Mc y€ififi<rtiv Xlyc, 
IlaOoc yap lort /ulyo* 

2d y c7 KiiOcpcia, 
9a9< /bic ^cXfiv ai, 

"Eifo jcol ft^ rpaxua' 
*£v Xlx€< a(rKi|r<|> 

EfiSciCt ptytcwv cirl vtlira, 
liitftpopoQ iri \iyw 

Sol l/Aov 2/9u»ra* 

'I<ivSi|! K.r. X. 



"ApKTOv Xa<ria{f\%va r apti, 
"Ex"^ Kal iroue(Xf|V fiovv, 

Taipov Ipov ia^Jtapra. 
"Ovov r ^x*** yXavKiiv, 

BArurriiv 6vcliv Iv v4(r((»| 
06pa^ avotytj ical /a})v 

'Iiv8f| ! K. r. X. 

8. 

Sa0/3arc|^ irtXcov 

"Exci^y Kal 9«ii/Lt'-a!Xovpov9 
Tv^Xiv leol yBp6vTiKOv 

MvJiv aXX^ l^oxov ov/ooi;* 
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Only say 
Tou'U have Barney Brallaghan ; 

Don't say nay, 
Channing Judy Callaghan. 

2. 
Oh! list to what I say; 

Channs yoaVe got like Y enns ; 
Own your love — ^yon may, 

There's only the wall between us. 
Ton lie fast asleep, 

Snug in bed and snoring; 
Bound the house I creep, 

Tonr hard heart imploring. 
Only say, kc, 

3. 
I've got nine pigs and a sow, 

I've got a sty to sleep 'em, — 
A calf and a brindled cow, 

And got a cabin to keep 'em ; 
Snnday hose and coat^ 

An old gray ass to ride on, 
Saddle and bridle to boot, 

Which you may sit astride on. 
Only say, ^ 

4. 

I've got a Sunday hat^ 

Little the worse for wearing; 
I've got an old torn cat^ 

Through one eye he's staring ; 



384 



TRANSLATIONS. 



2u yi ^IXoivo^ si, 
Glvov fx« Ktti \vpfiv, 

'HSv/lccAii — aXXa &c 

AiXtgrov anruv vcvpi|y. 
'I^i/Sii ! K. r, X. 



nA€0/cK)v l;(ai cv yy, 
KavXCfv ri /lmiX* tnjnikov 

Kapir6v, av ric iOcX^ 
Kovpacc Xtvii<nov fiijiXov* 

AoicrvXcov rl 7a/Lt((» 

*Euvi|v iv daXofJu^y 
Boicrfipiov rl dpiivou. 
"UvSri I K. r. X. 

Sol ir<iScc £{<r< icaXol, 

2r{X]3a (uc a(rri7p 6fifia, 
Kiirpi^ Jjv HKiXri o-ol— 

*0 Zcu /tiA' c<rr( aT6fui. 
TlapoiKwv r<c yc <r2 

Nfav rf icat KavOifv icaXct, 
Tip^pi^ S' ivi^palvH pi 

'Or 65* 7X(il)<r<ra XoXct* 
"I^iuSi} ! K. T, X, 

»!• 
rioi^tfoi oXo^ov ovv 

^ev I papaivto tov vovv» 
AfajSoXoc cTc ii/€{/9i^* 



BABNET BBAUAOHAir'fl 00UBT8HIP. 285 

IVe got some gooseberry wine, 

The trees had got no riper on ; 
I've got a fidcQe fine^ 

Which only wants a piper on. 
Only say, isc. 

5. 
I Ve got an acre of ground, 

I've got it set with praties, 
I Ve got of Twccy a pound, 

And bought some tea for the ladies ; 
I've got the ring to wed. 

Potheen to make us gaily, • 

A mattress, feather bed. 

And a handsome new shilalah. 
Only say, <bc. 

6. 
Your neck and legs are white, 

Your eyes like the stars are shining, 
You look like Yenus bright, 

There's honey your lips divine in. 
Ypu've got a tongue of your own, 

As sweet as a Poet's rhyming, 
The neighbours let you alone. 

For fear they'd hear it chiming, 
Only say, Ac. 

7. 
For a wife till death 

I am willing to take ye — 
But och ! I waste my breath, 

The divil himself can't wake ye ; 
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"kpxerai vvv vuv, 

B/00X19 yf^X^*- ^^^fnira, 
A^ BpoXXayavifv ^cir/civ. 

Me ya/A^^fcv Xiyc, 
Iladoc yap l<rr{ filya* 



ESTIA HEPI NEKPOY POIAE02. 
o. 
*Ev *E|3Xavp S({Si|C Kal irXo&rcnv ry irAfiy 

Fctrovcc S* 6XAvSav Kai E/34<rav Sfta 
Ila/tMiirl/Ltirciv ir/o&c ra^ov rov rtOviiCmi, 

'Hvfoxoc A67€/»r(aSi|c auWica licaX«ro* KXvft /uev 

S(<^pfl\uTU TphQ itrrtav iwip vexpov rov ^tXrarov 
PciiSfOc* va\ fia Zfiva &c rl9vi|Ke Sec ^ftwv rhv 
v&cpov irc/oucXvr^v lirfaieoirccv* aXXciic yip &x^^^^'^^^' 
St^prikaTBi ovv & yaOe — 

Ai<nroivav AtiXfivriv, viii^niv rl kbX A£f, 
Aitnrotvav Koi BX^v^v ovv n^ ^riyiivi^f 
*Xirip vsKpov airrov /Soaciv ''O ! ''O ! 

^' 

'I/uareovc iraXouc hrttipivot, 

4^oXic6c vdfi^ii Aa> KiaX oXXoi r\ utaix^i, 

YkXitrltiv i^UovT iv <(» Pc&cSi|C 

Kelro ■ 06/cKic r' 9/oarrc Aiytprtaifig* 
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'Tis just begiiming to ndn. 

So rU get under cover, — 
111 come to-morrow again. 
And be your constant lover. 

Only say 
Toull have Barney Brallaghan ; 

Don't say nay, 
Charming Judy Callaghan. 



Cftje ffifthe at Ctbrirs Jirt 
1. 

In Dublin, that city of riches and fame, 

A fishmonger lived, Teddy Boe was his name ; 

The neighbours all grieved, rich, poor, high, and low, 

And to wake with poor Teddy resolved for to go. 

Mr. ODogherty, the coachman was sent for imme- 
diately. Now you see, Dogherty, we want you to drive 
us dean and decently to Teddy Boe's wake. By the 
powers he has taken it into his head to die, so he would 
not be very well pleased if we neglected calling on him, 
so drive away with the most beautiful 

Mistress Delaney, Mistress Blaney, 
Mister Fagan, and Miss Doe, 
Who in a coach all went to wake with Teddy Boe. 

2, 
All bedizened so fine in their best Sunday clothes, 
Miss Doe's squinting eyes, Misther Fagan's red nose, 
At poor Ted's they arrived where they'd been oft before, 
And Dogherty gave a loud thump at the door. 
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npoaepx^'^^^ '^^^ ^ri^tfJLOQ roD vficvoc /uirr/DaScX^oCy 
Koi Xiyu* XatpiTi, xatp^t & yefrovEC* o iveipio^ ifiov 
avv ^(koiQ i(maT6pit^ ioriy ^cv ! ^cv I itrrara Trtvwv 
'Avaj3dvT€c rfiv Kklfjuuca rov vftcphv rlfiarv "IftvSii ! 
"livitl ! (ravSaXa icov^a ipdwrt^ iSoii y&p n a/oi<rro- 
Kpareui ! 'Efiov avttpihv KoSiZe wapa to(xi^ ivSfiffn^' 
Kti^aXijv KoAiiv roic wp6a6sTatc kSjjuu^ xaplTtu<TLv 
6/xoi€ug Kp{fin'tov koI ev aT6iiari v^nva cfi/BoXXco* 
*Ava|3a(v€r€ ywaiicfc ayXaa Ipya ciSvfac* vvv XP^ 

fliOvtTKeiV. 



Tl(plOpi%e TToOffvov Koi iSiop wxiw^f 
^EpliravTO evOv irtpX yivvovg rravrutg* — 
"Eircat irripohaaiv hrovro TrXti^a), 
Maerrfyovd' 6 PoicScoc vUpog — a{ ! a? ! 

'lov ! 'lou ! 6X({Xv ! oXc^Xv ! rX 6vv itoihtc & leaico- 
Sa/fiov£C9 Nal /ua Siva/uv MoXx^Xt^c t<{v viicpov 
rvrrTovar 'Io& ! *Iov ! "O irciiroi ! alal ! Ifi&v avci/^tov 
yXvKurarov awoirvt^ovm* 'EXkc, IXicc ^/Xrar' *IiwSif 
*Acal ! lou I ami ! loif ! ^AifjLa jcai rpa^ffiara ! rou 
vlmioc ofifiara lpa<rfiia i/ifXavwirav. 

8. 

NocrroOvrcc Xviriic irX^poc jcal iroO^vov 
''Hvi^^x^v /icra A6Y€f>r£aSoii 
'A/iv^ovov^ arphpav ivavra jciieXc^y 
9^ S/AcXoc KvX/vScrai Iv ^p^pt^ 
\XaanaJ\ 
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Out hobbles Pheliin, TeddT's uncle. Airah, is it your- 
self that comes to wake with poor Ted t — ^he's tip in the 
cock-loft taking a parting glass of Innoshone with a few 
friends, so be afther walking ^p the ladder, if yon please. 
Scrape your feet, Judy; Judy, the quality is come; stick 
the corpse up against the wall, clap his wig on his head, 
and put a pipe in his mouth. Walk up, ladies, the punch 
will soon be ready, and well all get drunk for sorrow. 



3. 

Now the whiskey went round till they could not agree 
Who were highest of rank and of best pedigree ; 
They from words fell to blows, just like Donnybrook fair, 
And among them poor Teddy came in for his share. 

Hubbaboo! hubbabool what the devil are you all 
about) What are you doingi By the powers of Moll 
Kelly if they haVe'nt got poor Ted down amongst them 1 
Och, they'll smother the poor creature; get him off Judy; 
take hold of his leg, and help me to drag him from under 
the lump. Och, blood and 'ouns see there now. They 
have given the corpse a black eye. 



Betuming a coach full of whiskey and grieS, 
By old Dogherty driven, of coachmen the chief; 
All objects turned round, and he could not tell how, 
For he upset the quality all in a slough. 
Hiatus vald^ dejlendui. 
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'E(c oIkov, A67e/9rfaSov rod* ovroi 
OoXepoX a^UovTO cat fudvoTixoi, 
OpTivnrai TOiovToi irpo ro^rrov Kp6vov, 
'Opiovro ovSlirorc vtpX vixpov* 

^Q Ziv ! "Q Zev ! Abytprta&B Ococ^kcXc, t\ ovv T6<rov- 
Tovg SiafioXovg liravayHQ' ^H, tj 9i&wa* /ai}SIv cTvpc 
vviriov, Kttl TTavra cucovaccu* 'AXXo Trpwrov *]6vSi| 
Sci vfiTTCiv KoXXfcrrac rac icaXXiyvvaocac— Xfyw, 

Aloirocvav jcal BX^vifv oiyv r<|> ^tiy^i^^ 
Olvo/3apo9c ova P«i>cS€i viicpt^. 



BPENN02 O AINN. 
a. 

Bplwoc "Q Afw, €v "Upvy T i^v, 
'E^fXfio-c ri K6p€iQ &Q lyor { <rb, 
Iltay(M>voi^6po^, r' 6Sovriin'6c> frrpafiitv ijvf 
KaWtoTOQ AfJL avrip, ^4 Bplvvoc "Q A(w. 

4>aX SI paXf Xa /oaX XdX^ Xa paX XaX X^. 
'OSovrwroc, irwyutvo^po^, arpa^wv fiv 
nvyiAa\fi<rfo AtafioXov, t^ri "O Afw. 

B/dIwoc "Q Atvv xiTwva rror tlx oi, 
Suyyovoi 81 ^vcyicav fiaXXov 7r/9<J/3arow, 
To cf/oiov fSw, TO Sl/>/A^ i<rw rjvf 
^wXpoc 0* a/3/ooc i<TT\ €^i| Bplyvoc "O A£w 
4>aX Si joaX, K. r. X. 
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5. 

Then be-mudded withont, and wiih. whiskey within, 
They arrived at old Dogherty's, and all staggered in ; 
Such figures of fun 'twill be said for their sake, 
Sure never before were seen at a wake. 

Bless us, Dogherty, what are you bringing home) 
where did you pick 'em up, jewel? Oh, don't bother me, 
and you will get the whole account as clear as mud; 
but Judy, we must first wash the most beautiful 

Mistress Delaney, Mistress Blaney, 
Mister Fagan, and Miss Doe, 
Who in a coach all went to wake with Teddy Boe. 



Irian ©'yinn. 
1. 

Brian O'Linn was an Irishman bom, 
Hia teeth were long and his bea«d was unshorn ; 
His temples &r out and his eyes &ir in, 
" I'm a wonderful beauty," says Brian O'Linn. 
Fal derallanJlalarallal lee. ^ 
His temples &r out, and his eyes fiir in, 
" I would leather the Devil," says Brian O'Linn. 

2. 
Brian O'Linn had no breeches to wear, 
So they brought him a sheep-skin to make him a pair ; 
The woolly side out and the fleshy side in, 
'' It is pleasant and cool," says Brian O'Linn. 
Fal de ral, &c. 
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7- 
Bplvvoc ''Q Atvv Iinrov flx^ yXamciiv, 
lloBwKea, Xcirn^v, koL ytpovrucnVf 
'Ava 6* IXca ra^v ^opij/Licvai ftfvj 
Fwaffca ya/ifiirwf ^rj B/oivvoc "O A£vv. 
4>^ S2 poX, K. r. X. 

8. 

K<{icKV70c irpJc oIkov tmrov T6r tkavvutvy 
Mfrrtifi ilve, Aaj3^ ifiwv fdav Ovyarpiivf 
ISalveiv ainrriv S^Sa^a, v^Occv Xfv(|i v(v^ 
'Aft^oi Sfia yafifiata /SocUi ''O A(vv« 
^oX S2 paX, K. r. X. 

Nvv €ft6 yafifitTBi^ ovv; £^i| inipf}* 
'A/tic(j3cro 8' awroc, rafi^crw ^^Xif, 
Saravac ri Koi 'ASijc ol<rov<n /ii n'pfv 
^iSicv fi2 <r2 Xc7ir€tv, ^$ Bplvvoc "^ Afvv. 
^aX ii paX, fc. r. X. 

. ?. 

Bplvvoc Kttl yi/vf} fcal fi TrzvBipa^ 
'Shvriiaav Ice cvvQv yeXoiovrcc a/ia, 
^cXoi 8' i7<rav ai <rrpwfJLva\, fUKpbv Xi')(p^ r iiv, 
Xpri TTVKvdrtpwg bvShv, ^ti Bplwoc "O^ A(vv* 
4>aX 82 paX, K. r. X. 

Bplwoc Koi yifVfi Koi ^ jrevOipi 
'Yirip yi^vpaq hripaov o/ia, 
rif^vpav fioip Ippiryw, irfirrovrfc 8c fc^v 
KpefiaaaOia riKTiav, l^i} Bpn/voc "O Arw 
^A 8i poX) K. r. Xr 
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3, 
Brian O'linn had an old gray mare. 
Her 1^ they were long and her sides they were bare ; 
Away he rode through thick and through thin, 
'^ I'm going to get married," says Brian O'linn. 
Fal de ral, 4c 

4. 
Away he rode to the old cuckoo's nest, 
Who said, '< Which of my daughters do you like best t 
There is one can card and the other can spin." 
" Hoo! m many them both," says Brian O'linn. 
Fal de ral, <fec: 

5. 
« Will you marry me now f " this damsel replied. 
" I will marry you now, my honey," he cried ; 
"And ril forfeit my life, or its I will you win : 
FaikI if 8 1 that will settle you," says Brian O'Linn. 
Fal de ral, isc 

6. 
Brian O'linn, his wife, and wife's mother, 
They all went into one bed together; 
The blankets were broke, and the sheets were thin, 
'< Let's lie close together," says Brian O'linn. 
Fal de ral, d^ 

7. 
Brian O'l^nn, his wife, and wife's mother. 
They all went over the bridge together ; 
The bridge it broke down, and they all tumbled in, 
'' Bad luck to the mason," says Brian O'linn. 
Fal de ral, iso. 



294 TRANSLATIONS. 

1. 
Bryoffma CfLinn CorcagiefMM er<U tuUus^ 
DerUibtis p&rcelebria et splendid^ barbcUus^ 
Et tametsi atrdbua erat, saspe est eff<Uu8^ 
^^Certe sum Hiberrdcorvm mascvm^ omaJtm!* 

2. 

Smnd Bryavma O^Linn braccos indigebat^ 
Frakr dediU rvJbroi bovia pellem quam fuxbebat, 
Hocque corpus cnuraque Noster iTiduebai, 
"Frigidojtumndtim eat" Bryam/u$ dicebcU. 

3. 
Clarus ffZinn habuU nigrum senem equtmi, 
Quo currebat eampumf aylvam, paludem, et locum; 
Surgena aemel cepit (mvmal hoc aecum, 
InquMfM^ '^ Ee/erre cerium sum uxorem mecum, 

4. 
Egwum time aacendit^ nee eeaacmt equitcvrey 
Donee nidukum advenit Leabioe et ClartB. 
Mater dtadt, " Filiarum unaim tibi dare 
Volo/* aed ffLinn damavU, "Ambaa, ambaa, care" 

6. 
*' Jungat augur nwptiia mcmua f" ait pueUa, 
^^FceminoB et viri ataiua rea eat bella." 
Bryoffws conaentit, et mvlier teneUa 
Cor^tixJU cum oactdavit roaea lobelia. 

6. 
Bryanua, et uxor, et vacoria mater (mvre/\ 
XJnum lectum viai extemplo tunc inire^ 
TinecB twpetem vorcwerant aed diroa, 
Bryamua bdai, ^^Neceaae cmUi eat dormire." 

7. 
Bryamaa etfceminca tranaevmtea pontem, 
Fracta eat pona, Jrigidum et dedU iia/onlem, 
OIAnn orat tfidit ut uasorem pereuntem, 
*' Habeat Diaibolv^ architectvm aoniemJ* 
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FBOX THE GREEK. 



Hermes, Jove's son, O Muse, be now thy theme — 
Ruler of green Cjll^e, and the bowers 

Of pastoral Arcady; whom the supreme 
Lord of Olympus, in those starlit hours 
When with fiiir May he dallied on the flowers, 

Begat, beneath a grove whose leafy shade 

The lovers hid from the sky-dwelling powers, 

And white-armed Juno, in sweet slumber laid. 

Dreamed not that Zeus embraced the modest Maian maid. 

Now when great Zeus had perfected his will. 

And ten moons followed up love's blandishment, 
Into this world — so destinies fulfil — 

This witness of his stolen amour was sent ; 

Ah, me I in sooth he was right eloquent, 
A crafty, cunning, oxen-stealing wight, 

A weaver, too, of dreams fiantaBque and quaint ; 
A subtle knave, who loved concealing night. 
And fated was to play tricks rare and infinite. 

m. 

The morning's dawn beheld the Infant's birth-^ 
The rosy noon beheld him sweetly play. 

Upon a stringdd lute, a chaunt of mirth— 
At night he stole Apollo's flocks away; 
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The creBcent moon had lived but her third day. 
Since from his mother^s womb divine he leapt ; 

Within his cradle not an hour he lay, 
But with a loud laugh from his swathes he stept^ 
And to the high-aiched cave of Phoebus softly crept. 

IV. 

Before the cavern's porch was spread a mead, 

ilower-piankt, whereon the urchin stood awhile, 

And seeing a tortoise on the blossoms feed, 

His eyes flashed up with many a sunny smile, 
And in his red cheek beamed a waggish wile ; 

A treasure rich the creature seemed to be, 
Though a slow-creeping animal and vile ; 

But Maia's hopeful son, with wanton glee, 

Thus to the tortoise spake, and laughed right merrilie: — 

V. 

'< A pleasant godnsend art thou to me now, 

Most charming tortoise ! Hail ! for song and dance, 
And sparkling feast and garland-braided brow, 

Thou sure wert formed. I love thy countenance 

And dappled shell with many-coloured glance. 
Home thou shalt come with me ; — nay, no excuse ; 

If thou stay'st here, some sad and dire mischance 
May cut thee short : and of no trifling use 
Thoult be to me, sweet beast — so prithee not refuse. 

VL 

« Danger lurks near this spot — so come with me ; 

Though while alive a charm is round thee spread, 
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Thy songs, I'm sore, most exquisite "will be- 
That is, my channing tortoise, when thon'rt dead'' 
So much this arch deceitful stripling said, 

And lifting up in both his little hands 

The luckless tortoise, home he quickly sped 

Along the torf where oft the Nymphal bands 

Twine in the dance, and wait Diana's sweet commands. 



Then with a scoop of sharp and polisht steel. 
Boring the hapless beast of mountain-^len, 

He let out life and breath. Less fleetly wheel 
The lightning-wingM fancies of sick men 
Over their mind's horizon troubled, when 

Pain with her thousand vultures gnaws the heart ; 
Less fleetly leap fierce lions firom their den. 

From the proud eyes the beams less fleetly dart. 

Than Hextnes now displayed the minstrel's cunning art. 



vni. 

Through the tough shell smajl apertures he made, 
At even distances, and through them tied 

The stems of reeds cut from the forest glade, 

Strings seyen in number twined from skins well dried, 
And chaiged with silvery notes, he th^i applied : 

The cubits then he formed, to which he bound 
A bridge, and underneath a strong bull's hide 

He drew, to catch the echo of the sound. 

And of the strains evoked to form a soft rebound. 

o 2 
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IX. 

Thus having wrought this instrument of sweetness^ 
His plectrum laid he on its witching strmga. 

To test his lovely plaything's fiill completeness ; 
Even as he struck, a melody upspiings. 
Sweet as the white Swan's dying murmuiings ; 

And then he improvised a noble song, 

like those of boys when laughing sunmier brings 

The festal time, and floral faces throng 

Around the choirs, and love their pleasures does prolong. 

X, 

Of Zeus he sang, and May with beauteous sandal, 

And of their amorous meeting in the nighty 
(The silent moon the lovers' only candle), 

And of his birth, too, sang the graceless wight ; 

His mother's maids, and nymphs of beauty bright, 
The tripods that her palace did adorn. 

All the rich urns that did her household dight. 
The younkling hymned till evening of that mom. 
Wherein fair May with happy eyes a son saw bom. 

XL 

His wayward soul now bent new trick to find. 

His lyre within his cradle &dr he laid. 
And from the fragrant palace, like a hind. 

He leaped, and sought the topmost woodland glade. 

And there, alone and unsuspect, he made 
Another plot, arch, whimsical, and deep. 

Such as a master of the thieving trade 
Devises when dark night her watch doth keep 
And o'er the world is bound the fillet of Mr sleep. 
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XIL 

The sun ^nith fiery chariot and hot steeds 

Had sunk mthin the ocean's azure breast^ 

When Hermes on white-pinioned footsteps speeds 
Along the hillocks with gay flowerets drest. 
Where oft the sister Muses take their rest 

Here the immortal herds of heaven were stalled, 
And here they fed in this seclusion blest ; 

i^y the quick-eyed god at once enthralled — 

The rest with many a low on those departing called. 

XUL 

The lowing herd the Maian urchin drove 

Off from their fellows, o'er the tracks of sand ; 
But ere they did a dozen yards remove, 

A trick of rare and deep de^dce he planned ; 

Backward and forward, he the wandering band 
Drove, to mislead, if traced his flight should be ; 

His sandals then he cast on the sea-strand, 
And plucking branches from a tamarisk tree. 
With myrtle boughs he formed slippers most workmanlie. 

XIV. 

Around his feet these slippers then he laced, 

Whose leaves his footsteps destined were to hide. 

And thus encinctured, like a man in haste, 

He hurried down Pieria's hilly side — ' 

But him, an old man by Onchestus spied, 

As in a vineyard, with rich grapes overlaid. 

Amid the clustering fruit his work he plied. 

Whom, when yoimg Hermes saw, his course he stayed, 

And thus addressed with voice, bold, shrill, and undismayed : 
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XV. 

^' Ho — ^Old one — ^wbo with shouldeiB bent art trimming 
Those sun-reared plants, methinks ere ripe they grow. 

And that the wine they bear shall be seen brimming 
In cups, yonr hairs wiD have a whiter glow. — 
But, hearken--ere upon my road I ga, 

See not what thou hast seen ; and in thine ear 

Keep dose my words. Old Man, let no one know 

That I with this mine herd hare passed thee here. 

Else shall thy blabbing tongue be sure to cost thee dear."" 

XVI. 

No more he spake — ^but on the broad-browed kine 
Through many a shady mountain and green vale. 

And fragrant lawn set over with flowers divine^ 
Young Hermes drove^ till over hill and dale 
The morning dawned, and the bright stars grew pale; 

Forth rushed the Sun on pinions of red fire. 

And steeds of splendour, fleet as fleetest gal^ 

And fair Selen6 with her stellar choir, 

Into her watch-tower, built of diamond, did retire. 

xvn. 
Over the broad and silver-eddied river 

Alpheus hight, the fearless son of Jove, 
The herd of Fhoebus with the golden quiver. 

With sturdy look, and daring footstep drove^ 

On to Admetus' stalls and leafy grove. 
Where, on sweet lotus and the dew-sprent weed 

Cyp^rus fed ; he made them onward move, 
All loudly lowing o*er the grassy mead. 
And stalled them all, intent on a wild trick indeed. 
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XVIIL 

A miglity heap of trees he first oollected. 

And built them upward like some massy pyre ; 
Then, haying all his intellect directed 

Unto one point, he found the source of fire ; 

Two laurel boughs he smoothed with iron wire, 
And rubbed them quickly to and fro his hands ; 

Up the hot flame to heayen did soon aspire^ 
Aside the urchin puts the flaming brands, 
While with delicious joy his god-like soul expands. 

zix. 
To Hermes thus we owe the happy art 

Of fire, in this wild expedition found ; 
But he, collecting all the logs apart, 

Lighted them up ; the blaze burst fiercely round, 

Itedly illumining all that green-wood ground. 
Then seized two mighty cows, with hoo& all bent. 

Which to the fiame of Vulcan, world-renowned, 
He dragged, while many a bellow loudly sent 
From their deep lungs, proclaimed they guessed the god's 
intent. 

The panting beasts he hurled upon the grass. 

Such strength diyine he found in eyery yein, 

And through their hearts his knife began to pass. 
Then he cut up their limbs upon the plain, 
And toasted on long spits, of oaken grain, 

The chine and flesh, and the black blood that lay 
Within the intestineSi Did he then refrain ) 
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No— but the beasts he next began to flay, 

And stretched their hides upon a rock, ronghiold, and gray. 

XXL 

In ancient times, as now, the custom was 

To let the meat grow old and soft for use ; 
But laughter-loving little Hermes draws 

The flesh forth on the sward, where rich with juice, 

Twelve parts he portioned for each bright recluse, 
Who sits enthroned in palaces of air ; 

Then without any further stay or truce 
The sacred joints he roasted with due care, 
And sniffed the savouiy scents that round him wafted 
were. 

xxn. 
The dainty perfume of the roasted meat 

Tempted him sorely, though of birth divine ; 
But yet his haughty heart refused to eat. 

As o'er the hills he strode, he longed to dine ; 

But flrst, with caution worthy of his line, 
The hoo&, and horns, and head he there consumed, 

No trace he left to show his wild design 
And felon deed: the ashes he entombed, 
And to the mighty stream his ledfy sandals doomed. 

xxm. 
Thus he worked all the night, while the clear Moon 

Oast round the silveiy brightness of her eyes ; 
The morning dawned in rosy light, and soon 

Homeward across the hills young Hermes hies ; 

Nor god nor mortal did the thief surprise ; 
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The watch-dog bayed not as the Infant passed, 

But on he went in solitary wise 
To his own house ; the locks he found all &st, 
Bnt he shot through the doors like an autunuuJ blast 

zziv. 

Straight through the gorgeous portal of the cave. 
With cautious, wind-like footstep Hermes stole 

Lightly as breathes the Zephyr o'er the wave- 
Then to the cradle, the arch stripling's goal, 
In the gray gloaming, fox-like did he prowl ; 

And entered in, and round his body spread 

The swathing robes, and with grimaces droll 

Took up the tortoise-lyre, that on his bed 

Had lain all night, while he o'er vale and mountain fled. 

XXV. 

Yet 'scaped he not his Mother's watchful gaze, 

And well she knew that he had rambled free ; 
"Why, thou deoeitful-heartdd babe," she says, 

And whence com'st thou 9 — ^all night where oouldst 
thou be. 

Clothed in thy impudence 1 — ^but hark to me, 
Latona's son in chains thy limbs shall bind 

Strong and unbreakable ; and nought for thee 
Will then avail thy wily-plotting mind, 
Though with ten thousand schemes and tricks of art well 
lined. 

XXVI. 

"A precious plague for men and gods immortal 
Thy father Jove created, when he made 
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Thee and thy planning heart'' — ^Thns from the portal 
Of her gold chamber heavenly MaSa said : — 
Hermes replied in words with guile inlaid : 

" Mother of mine, why thus reprove your son, 
Aa if like other babes I knew no trade. 

But were fit only by my nurse to run, 

My soul unskilled — ^my knowledge scarcely well begun f 



xxvn. 

*^ But I will show you what your babe can do ; 

A deep design within my soul I rear ; 
Sure to advantage only me and you ; 

No other creature's worthy of my care. 

It would be sooth a very fine affidr. 
If you and I should always here sojourn 

Without of gifts and meat at least a share ; 
Better 'twould be we both should take our turn 
With the bright gods at food, and drain the ambrosial um. 



ZXVIJJL 

" From the fair lot my father gave Apollo, • 

I've made a vow to slice a pleaaant share ; 
If he consents not, over hill and hollow, 

The prey snatched oS, or stolen, I then will bear ; 

The crown of theft was Hermes bom to wear, 
And I will wear it. If the Phoebdan then 

Should seek to find me out, let him beware ; 
I can play tricks that baffle god-like men, 
And little would I reck to make his shrine a den. . 
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ZZIX. 

" You know the Pythian Temple ; great, divine, 

Profusely gorged with tripods of fine gold : 
That jewelled fiEuae I'd gladly undermine, 

And all its wealth in mine own hands behold. 

Bach are the vestments that those walls enfold ; 
Splendid the ornaments of bronze and steel, 

Bequeathed by kings, and queens, and warriors bold; 
Vainly the priests those treasures rare would seal 
From my dose-searching eyes^ if once I wished to steal/' 

xzz. 

Thus Hermes, bom of Zeus, who proudly wields 

The immortal sBgis, spake with modest May; 
Till from the Ocean's deep cerulean fields 

Aurora rose, the blushing Queen of Day; 

Just at this hour Apollo took his way 
Down by Onchestus and its leafy bowers. 

Where that same Tine<Lree8er, uncouth and gray, 
He sees amid his grapes and laughing flowers, 
Thus to him speaks the god whose smile gilds all the hours. 

TTTT, 

*^ Hearken, old ditcher of Onchestus green. 

From rich Pieria hither do I wend, 
After my herds which late have stolen been 

From the &t pasture where they were well penned, 

All milky cows whose horns in circles bend ; 
Near them, but yet apart^ a black bull fed, 

And four fierce mastiflk did on them attend, 
Unanimous as if one human head 
Were theirs, and yet some knave the herd away has led 
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'. 
TTTTT. 

*^ The dogs and bull Blome are left behind, 

A wondrous oversight of the smart thief; 
The cows went off, when jester's eve declined. 

From their soft beds, laid o'er with many a leaf; 

Their loss has filled my soul with blackest grief; 
And after them distractedly I haste^ 

Hoping to get some hint or notice brie^ 
By which those valued herds may yet be traced ; 
Tell me, then, have these cows here by this vineyard paced 

xzxiu. 
Then answered the Old Man — '' My Mend, 'twere haid 

Justly to speak of all mine eyes do see ; 
Many pass here, and well am I debarred 

From judging if their bent be honesty, 

Or knaveiy their trade, — ^'tis nought to me; 
From dawn until the evening's light decline, 

I worked amid these vines incessantly, 
And then I saw a portent half divine, 
Which puzzles sore, good sir, these ag^ brains of mine. 

xxxnr. 
" Methought I saw a Babe but newly bom 

(Or if no mortal child, be sure a god). 
Driving these herds, £etmed for the beauteous horn. 

Along the fields, and urging with a rod ; 

After them curiously the In&nt trod. 
For to their flowing tails he turned his back, 

And sometimes gave an arch and waggish nod 
Of triumph, as he thus confused the track — 
Sldlfal was he who first devised so deep a knack." 
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zxxv. 

So to Apollo spake the Onchesdan fwrain. 

The god passed on in silenoe, deep in thought ; 
The Old Man's language pointed out too plain 

The babe of grace late to Olympus brought : 

A cloud of purple, the divinest wrought^ 
The god wrapped round his shoulders broad and &ir; 

Fylos renowned immediately he sought. 
Rushing like arrowy-li^tning through the air, 
And thus exclaimed aloud, viewing the footmarks there. 

zxxvz. 

^ Strange and miraculous indeed this sight 1 

Behold the yestiges of my fJEor cows, 
With steps reversed towards those fields so white 

With asphodel, where they were wont to browse ; 

But these wild footprints I — ^Ftovidence allows 
To neither man, nor woli^ nor pard, nor boar, 

Such feet as these resemble ; much they rouse 
My expectation, and my wonder more 
Increases as I scan and view them o'er and o'er." 

xxxvn. 
Here ceased Apollo, son of thundering Jove, 

And sought Cyllend's heights with wood o'eigrown. 
And the deep dell embraced by a green grove. 

Where the ambrosial Nymph unloosed her zone ; 

And to the holder of the Olympian throne 
Brought forth a child, beautiful Mercuiy : 

A pleasant perfiune fromtthe mountain blown 
Saluted his arrival — suddenly 
From his purpureal doud like light descended he. 
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xxxvin. 
Many a fleecy flock was pastared there. 

And many a flower of rosy lustre grew ; 
Phcdbns passed on, rapt in his present care^ 

And heeded not the scene; then he stepped throng^ 

The brazen cavern where he caught the view 
Of the Satomian babe, who quickly piled 

The swaddling dothes around, for well he knew 
He sought the herd whereof he had been beguiled ; 
And then like a masked brand the roguish urchin smiled. 

TTTTT. 

From the fiuvshooting god his laughs to hide, 

His head he oovered with the tapestry, 
And like a new-washed babe to look he tried, 

Who woos sweet slumber smiling innocently; 

The helpless tortoise in his arms held he. 
Instantly Zeus-bom Phoebus sees and knows 

The mountain maid, fidr May, with Mercury; 
He stays not, but around his glances throws. 
The cayem's hidden gear determined to expose. 

3a:.. 
He searched the cavern, ransacked each recess, 

And found some things for which he did not look ; 
But no trace of his cows his sight did bless. 

A shining key of silver then he took. 

With which he opened many a secret nook ; 
No kine were there, but nectar in gold bowls, 

And sweet ambrosia tliat gay perfume shook ; 
Gems in abundance, silver in dark holes. 
Robes of rich scarlet mixed with snow-white nymphal stoles. 
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XII. 

Such as the blessM mansions have wiihin. 

But not a trace of cows his godship found ; 
Greatly perplexed, he rubbed his beardless chin, 

Looking extremely anxious and profound ; 

Then he addressed young Mercury renowned : 
** O babe of beauty, in thy cradle's breast 

Happily nestled, rise— at once expound 
Where thou hast stored away my heifers best 1 
Answer, or we shall fight^ and, trust me, not in jest. 

XLn. 
<' 111 seize thee by the head, and ruthlessly 

Will fling thy carcase down to murky hell, 
Unless this moment, Hermes, thou to me 

The secret of this robbery dost tell ; 

Not mighty Zeus, though king in heaven he dwell, 
Nor thy enchanting mother thee shall save : 

T7p, then, this instant, ere I thee compel, 
I know not if twill please thee, little knave. 
To lord it o'er a few grim tenants of the grave." 

XTiTTT. 

To him our Herm^an stripling answers thus : 

'^ Latonian-bom, what cruel words are these 1 
Why come you for your stolen cows to us 1 

As if a babe or gentle dame could seice ; 

To heaven I'll swear it on my bended knees, 
I neither saw, nor know, nor ever heard 

A single hint of these sad robberie& 
I'm sorry for you, Phcebus— on my word — 
But to charge me is poor, and perfectly absurd 
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ZUT. 

<< Tell me how I a oow-6tealer resemble, 

Who am a little Infant on the knee ? 
Whose limbs with weakness like an aspen tremble — 

Far different thoughts, believe me, dwell with me. 

Sleep I require, and suckled need to be ; 
With my small swathing robes I toy and play. 

Or paddle in a bath, or lau^ and flee 
Unto my mother's bosom, where I stay 
As if on roses couched, and slumber all the day. 

XLV. 

'' Let no one know of this absurd ccmtention. 
Or you'll be laughed at wheresoever ypu go ; 

The charge is far too comical to mention — 
What 1 that a little babe should to and fro 
Wander Srstealing cattle 9 Well you know 

I was bom yesterday. My tender feet 

Alone would hinder ; but that I may show 

This fidsehood, hear me now an oath repeat : 

By Jove's immortal head I swear I'm not the dieat 

XLVI. 

You kindly take me for ; the wretches vile 

Who thus have plundered you, I know them not. 
And what are cows 1 Although I see you smile, 

A single notion, trust me, I've not got ; 

If I have, may I by thy shafts be shot" 
Thus this most knavish younkling gravely spoke ; 

Yet while he swore to prop his felon plot, 
A laugh he could not check i' the middle broke, 
And loudly whistled he, musing on the good joke. 
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XLVII. 

Him thus Apollo answered, softly smiling : 

" O wily, sly, deceitftd-hearted child. 
If thou Gontinnest in this way beguiling, 

Many a good man's house in frolic wild 

By thee and thine, arch thief, shall be defiled ; 
And many a herd and shepherd of fieit flocks 

Shall mourn his cows and sheep, when in the mild 
And gentle moonlight, o'er the hills and rocks 
Thou, bent on theft, shalt steal, cunningly as the fox. 

XLYm. 
'' But come, arouse thee, lest thy present sleep, 

Perchance, should be thy last : quick from thy bed, 
Companion of the midnight, hither creep. 

Nor be thy love for fSame disquietdd. 

In after years by bards it shall be said : 
' Immortal honour and the gloiy chief 

Of all the filching tribes upon the head 
Of Hermes, called by men the monarch-thief. 
Descended in his youth, and crowned with laurel-leaf." 

xuz. 
Phosbus Apollo having thus &r spoken, 

Took up the Child, who soon resolved to show 
Unto his captor, by some certain token. 

The gratefulness he felt — and he did so. 

Phcebus, who could not the rich gift foreknow. 
Amazed and furious, dashed unto the ^arth 

The Babe who such a prize could dare bestow. 
Sitting before him, with no face of mirth. 
He thus addressed the Child of bright eternal birtL 
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Li 

^' Swathe-wrapped young boh of Zens and modest May, 
By this thine angoiy my cows 111 find ; 

Thon shalt direct my feet unto the way" — 

He said. Cyllenian Hermes, like some wind 
Of giant might, but still with subtile mind. 

Starts up, and raising to his ears both hands ; 

His swaddling-yest round him he tightly twined ; 

Fiercely he looks — the god entire he stands — 

And of Apollo thus with sternest Yoice demands : — 

LL 

" What would'st with me^ thou, of all gods the bravest ? 

Why angry still for those £Bit heifers lost I 
/ will not be thy victim when thou ravest ; 

This theft^ indeed, IVe felt unto my cost. 

For steal them I did not : my eyes ne'er crossed 
O'er their £Bit bodies : only by report 

Know I what things oows are. But since, mind-tost 
And harassed by this charge-— for thy disport 
I long have been — I now appeal to Jove's imperial court" 

Ln. 
Thus Phoebus fair, Latona's glorious son, 

And Mercuiy, the woodland wanderer. 
Through their £uitastic quarrels, hours had spun. 

One stout to charge, the other to demur, 

While victoiy crowned neither competitor. 
By art, and sounding rhetoric, Hermes sought 

To trick the Silver-Bowman, or deter ; 
But finding that he gained by lying naught, 
Over the sand he rushed with eye and bearing haught. 
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Lin. 
After him followed Phoebus till they came 

Unto the starred and odoriferous floor, 
Where Zeus sat throned in thunder, and the flame 

Of fieiy lightning which flashed fiercely o'er 

The Olympian halls ; his mighty feet before 
Talents of gold were placed, the rich conprize 

Of him from whose fedr lips white truth should soar ; 
Humour along the snowy summits hies, 
And flings abroad the news of this great enterprise. 

LIV. 

Bight to their lofty palaces of splendour 

Th' Immortals hurried ; each assumed his throne ; 
Before them stood the plaintiff and defender, 

Hermes and Phcebus, bom of sweet Latone. 

(He by his silver bow and shafts was known), 
" Whence drivest thou this weak and baby-prey ?" 

Were the first words of Zeus, in thunder-tone ; 
*^ A herald-child, bom but of yesterday ; 
And why request the gods this trifling suit to weigh?" 

LV. 

Apollo, heavenly archer, then replied — 

" Almighty £Etther, when my words you hear, 
You will not me alone for stealing chide : 

I foimd this Infimt^ whom you pity, near 

Oyllen^'s hiUs, a robber Without fear, 
Prowling for prey, with scent and knowledge keen ; 

A mocker constant, but in gibe and sneer, 
Such as no other deity I've seen, 
Or earthly-nurtured man ever as yet has been. 

p 
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LTI. 

•* My fine £Bit cows he stole from iheir own lawn, 

At yester^ve ; and by the wave-laahed shore 
Of the resounding ocean, until dawn. 

In a straight line he drove them him before. 

But to mislead the eye that might explcnre 
Their cloven prints, he, by some strange deceit, 

Their footsteps so confused, that to restore 
The track they went, and find their dark retreat 
Is not in god-like wit^ so nicely planned the cheat. 

Lvn. 

'^ Their footmarks in the black dust point towards 

That very field of flowery asphodel 
From which he stole them ; yet no trace affords 

A hint of the recess where now they dwell ; 

The thief himself, cunning as words can tell. 
Followed — ^I know not which — on foot or hand, 

Over the sandy plain ; some monstrous spell 
Long while it seemed, I could not understand, 
It looked as if he trailed oak-branches o'er the sand. 

Lvni. 
'' But when the sand-banks huge the rogue had passed. 

He mingled so the marks that nought could show 
Tlie vestiges ; in heaps the dust he cast ; 

Onward he hiirried like a hound-chased roe 

0*er the hard ground ; an old man, whom I know, 
By Pylos saw him goading the wide-browed 

And wearied cattle through the river's flow : 
Some then he separated from the crowd 
And sacrificed— the woods bethought the deed would shroud. 
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'' When he these noble acts had finished, home, 

Like one who weU performed his part, he wended ; 

To bed he crept, while the dark clouds did gloam, 
By shadow and by swathe so well defended, 
That thine own eagle, Jove, thongh heaven-descended, 

Could not hare pierced the gloom with his star^jes ; 

There thebabe couched himself, nodoubt some splendid 

New act of theft to plan, for guile and lies 

Are his whole stock-in-trade : by these he hopes to rise. 

IX 

'* But when I taxed him with the theft, he swore 

By every oath, he neither heard nor saw 
Aught of my priceless cows, and so I bore 

The urchin hither, claiming right and law. 

Is it not just him to your bar to draw ?"-•- 
Phoebus Apollo having thus addressed 

The assembled gods, sat down. No fear, no awe 
Was seen in Hermes, now the suit was pressed ; 
He rose, and thus repeUed the chaige with swelling crest. 

LXL 

" Oh, &ther Jove, the truth I will reveal. 
Truth my divinity is, and aye shall be ; 

Falsehood I know not, right I ne'er conceal : 

This morning, when the sun rose from the sea, 
Seeking his curve-hoofed kine, he came to me 

With no immortal, no truth-loving choir 
Of deities, to watch how threateningly 

He looked and swore, with tongue and aspect dire. 

If I found not these cows, to hurl me to hell-fire. 
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Lzn. 
'' Giixled he is, I know, with strength of lions, 

His limbs colossal, in his muscles power ; 
Well may ApoUo bid me to defiance, 

For crowned is he with youth's enchanting flower ; 

I am a little child bom but an honr, 
And hence his boldness, for he would not dare 

To menace me if vigour were my dower ; 
How am I like a thief from mountain lair t 
How strong enough wild fire-eyed heifers to ensnare 1 

LZIIL 

*' Believe me, you who are my heavenly &ther, 

As I do hope to win £ur fortune's smile. 
Never these cows ethereal did I gather. 

Ne'er did I drive them off, or wend by Pyle. 

Sun-bright Apollo, why 8houl4 I b^^le t 
I love him, I love aU the gods, and you 

Know in your heart tMs calumny how vile : 
You know that all I've said, Great Sire, is true, 
That justice gems my words as flowers the silver dew. 

LXIV. 

'* By those bright vestibules, well-made, eternal. 

The truth I've spoken. Sire, and nought beside ; 

A day shall come when all these lies infernal. 

Trumped up by Phoebus, like hot lead shall glide 
Down on his heart, for daring thus in pride 

Zeus to mislead, and all who here attend. 

Let him beware when strength with me shall bide, 

I for this slander will make sure amend ; 

Till then your aid I crave — ^the helpless Babe defend." 



homeb's htmn to homer. 317 

LXV. 

Thus the Oyllenian Argiphont his cause 

Pleaded before the gods, while his eyes showed 

How much he mocked the judges and their laws ; 

His swaddling-clothes loosely around him flowed — 
The Eternal laughed aloud to see the mode 

In which his swindling sou denied the theft. 
Both of his sons he bid lay by the load 

Of hate that mutually their spirits cleft ; 

And thusadvised the Hermdan &medfor his plunders deft : 

ULYh 

To go with innocence of heart and mind 

With Phcebus, and point out the place wherein 
Those m%hty>headM heifers were confined, 

And of the matter make no farther din ! 

Hermes assented with his usual grin, 
For who can sovran Jove's commands resist f 

Together they went forth, each like the twin 
Of the other, such true friendship seemed to exist 
Between those two but late fiercely antagonist. 

Lzvn. 
They wend to Fyloe, and the sandy fords 

Of the Alphean stream that rolls in might. 
And the green lands and stalls where wealthy hoards 

Grow up profusely in the hour of night. 

There Hermes from the cave of stone snow-white 
Drove out the kine fiuned for the massive head, 

From darkness into the serene sunlight ; 
Fhosbus, who saw apart the cow-hides spread, 
To his all-glorious brother thus in wonder said : 
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LXVIIL 

'' Plotter, how ooald'st thou two sach heifers kill ? 

And how so well their hides enoimous flay ? 
Where got'st thou such redundancy of skill ? 

Sent from thy mother^s womb but yesterday : 

I know not if thy wit or vigour may 
Most challenge wonder, but 'tis scarcely wise 

To let thee loose, and have unguarded sway, 
Cyllenian son of Mala ** — ^thus he cries. 
And on this canning Babe stout handcufib coolly ties. 

LXIX. 

Down fell the handoufEs straight upon the ground. 
Among the beauteous cattle loosely thrown. 

By the mysterious art and craft profound 

Of Hermes, who, by this manoeuvre shewn 
Of his Mend's kindliness, and fearful grown 

Lest he might suffer some sad penalty, 

For all his pranks and thievings to atone. 

Looked round the place with anxious^ hurried eye, 

Seeking some hidden nook where he might safely lie. 

LZX. 

A new device he suddenly adopted, 

T7nto his wish the Far Shooter to bend : 

Flight was a coward notion, so he dropped it ; 
Nor did he long in cogitating spend. 
But seized the lyre, in which he used to blend 

Notes of divinest minstrelsy, and smites 

With golden plectrum the sweet strings which send 

Strains that breathe music's perfectest delights ; 

And Phoebus listens while his song the Babe recites. 
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LZXI. 

By the left hand of Phoebus Hermes stood. 

And beat the speaking chords of his new lyre, 

Mingling its music with the sHveiy flood 

Of voice which from his lips as some rich qnire 
Bose through the air in melody's attire ; 

The gods immortal, and the shady earth 

He twined amid his strains that love inspire, 

And of their order and primseyal birth, 

And how to each is sent a lot^ coequal with his worth. 

IJCXIL 

And then in glorious music he proclaimed 

The first among the goddesses from whom 
The Muses spring — ^Mnemosynd long named^ 

And other deities of light and bloom. 

For every one in rank the god found room ; 
And all he celebrated with such grace 

And ornate beauty, that he did illume 
Their actions with new charms ; meanwhile the face 
Of listening Phoebus shone, and joy held there its place. 

LXXHL 

Thus spake he to the Child in words with wings — 
" You cunning little cow-Jdller, you boy 

Made for light banquets, with your sounding strings, 
These fifty heifers wherein you found joy, 
You're worthy o^ your wits you so employ ; 

But tell me now, you witty son of May, 

Where got you this sweet and sonorous toy I 

Where learned you so the art on lute to play ? — 

Bom, was it, with you. Child, on your glad natal day f 
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LXXIV. 

" Did any sky-throned god or mortal man 

Bestow on you the gift of song divine, 
And this enchanting Yoioe, whose volume can 

And does excel, all that those ears of mine 

Heard from a mortal or in^mortal line ? 
All must to thee, imposter, son of Jove, 

The pahn of triumph in sweet verse assign ; 
Deliciously you blend delight and love. 
And lull to sleeps like leaves that rustle in some grove. 

LZXY. 

" I haunt the Muses nine, Olympian bom, 

And well I know the wild delidousness 
Of flower-soft song, and pipe and rustic horn. 

With whose gay sounds my ears they often bless ; 

But never knew I rapture's full excess. 
Until to thy luxurious notes I listened, 

Which youthful joys so perfectly express : 
Not with mere tinkling rhyme are they bedizened. 
But with the very soul of song thy numbers glistened. 

LXXVL 

'^ But since, though small, most splendid gifts thou hast, 
To thee and to thy mother thus I vow. 

By this fair cornel spear, with steel bound fast, 
Mala and thee, brisk Boy, I will endow 
With gorgeous presents : henceforth she and thou 

Immortal honour midst the gods shall claim. 
Nor any shall her claim dare disallow." 

Thus did Apollo his intentions name ; 

Hermes returns in words that wisdom's self might frame. 
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Lxrvu. 
" Wisely, fer-shooting Phcabus, thou hast aaked ; 

I have no scrapie now to tell thee all; 
Frank will I be, and speak with words unmasked, 

Though once you wished to see me firm in thrall. 

Wise and supreme thou art, and in the hall 
Of heaven among the ever-living sons 

Of Jupiter, thymrords of sapience fell ; 
Great Zeus himself, from his eternal thrones, 
Honours thee most, and ne'er thy prudent counsel shuns. 

Lxxvin. 
" Gifts of great price to thee thy Sire has given — 

Prophecy, knowledge of the gloomy Fates ; 
No son of his in the broad earth or heaven, 

With thee in worth, fer-shooting god, he rates ; 

Domains, and power, and opulence, and states, 
He also gave thee, — and thy fevour's such 

No friend of thine long upon fortime waits, 
But all her blessings best at once does clutch. 
For Jupiter grants all to one he loves so much. 

T.TTTT. 

'' But since thy mind moves thee to strike the harp, 

Sing — sweep the strings ; be music thy sole pleasure : 

Let care or gloom ne'er thy glad moments warp, 
But all glide onward in a golden measure : 
Here, take from me this sweetlynspeaking treasure' — 

Beautifrd voices dwell within its breast, 

' To soothe thee in thine hours of sunny leisure ; 

The dance of nymphs, the board where wit and jest 

Go round like planets, hence will draw their purest zest. 
p 2 
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LXXX. 

" 'Twill bring thee gladness in the nigh^ and day, 

'Twill lend Elysian Tisions to thine eyes, 
If thou can'st only wake the magic lay 

That in its depths, like a glad spirit lies ; 

'Twill gild with purple light thy reveries ; 
And wake such heavenly feelings in thy heart, 

That he who without music lives and dies, 
Loses, be sure, of life the rosiest part. 
And well may curse the fate that taught him not the ark 

LXXXL 

*' He who in ignorance this fair lyre uses, 

Keceives discordant answers for his pains, 

But thou, whose soul enshrines the golden Muses, 
Can'st ne'er unskilfully evoke its strains : 
Never, in hands Uke thine, the lyre complains. 

Henceforth, as herdsmen wiB our cows shall feed. 
And when in love they mingle on the plains, 

We shall be blessed by a most noble breed. 

Thou wilt not covetously demand more than thy meed." 

LXXXII. 

He spake, and gracefully to Phoebus handed 

The precious lute ; the god gave him the whip 
Whose lash he oft had o'er his cows expanded ; 

Hermes received it with a merry Hp ; 

Apollo took the lute, and 'gan to slip 
The plectrum o'er its strings : sweet harmony 

As e'er made maidens on the light toe trip, 
Kose from the lute, and breathed bewitchingly. 
While Phoebus hymned a song that echoed o'er the sea. 
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LXXXIII. 

The cows ran wandering o'er the ambrosial meadow, 

While these most beauteous children of Jove went 
Back to Olympus, sleeping in the shadow 

Of the rich sun, its peaks with snows o'ersprent ; 

From the light lute melodious breath was sent, 
And Jove rejoiced to see his sons united 

like flowers in Friendship's rosy garland blent : 
Each on the other gazed with &ce delighted, 
And from that hourto this their lovehai ne'er been blighted. 

LXXXIV. 

The happy hour that saw them interchange 

Presents, beheld them found a friendship there : 
Thenceforth along the woodland hills they range, 

Waking sweet Echo with their pipings rare ; 

Bound them an atmosphere of song they bear, 
Each by advice improving still the other. 

Once the Latonian, with suspicious air, 
Which, with a laugh, he vainly sought to smother, 
Addressed young Hermes thus, — ^his wily-plotting brother : 

ixxre. 

^' I fear thee, Malan infimt, and thy schemings, 

Lest thou my harp and bended bow should'st steal, 

For every now and then thine eye's sly gleamings 
Show that deceitful plots are all thy zeal : 
Zeus unto thee great secrets did reveal. 

And gave thee jewels of fine intellect, 

To make all men before thee lowly kneel ; 

But wilt thou now my wishes not reject ? 

Swear by eternal Styx — ^if Styx thou do'st respect — 
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LZXXYI. 

** That these from thine arch plottings shall be safe ; 

Greatlj 1117 fondness for thee shall increase, 
If thou this little oath wilt now vouchsafe " — 

Hermes replied, " A.pollo, as you please ;*' 

And then his friend's suspicions to appease. 
He stoutly swore by the dark Stygian river, 

That from his cunning hand safe should be these, 
And that his &ne he would dismantle never. 
Eternal love then swore he of the Qolden Quiver. 

LZXXVIL 

He vowed that no one man or happy god 

Should be so dear to him in heart and mind ; 

And, as a love token, bestowed a rod 

In which were Wealth and Happiness combined : 
Trefoil of gold around it was entwined ; 

And it was hammered frt>m the purest ore. 

Fashioned to save from foes of every kind ; 

Knowledge and Genius, Wisdom, heavenly Lore^ 

Within its slender form this wand of wonder bore. 

Lzzxvin. 
*^ All the sage counsels of the Eternal's breast. 

All the amazing stores of Prophecy, 
It knows, and will pour forth at thy request, 

And teach thee wonders, divinations hig^ ; 

Seek not into its mysteries to pry. 
For those in Jove's omniscient heart are wrapt ; 

Nor ask me more, for a great oath have I 
Sworn in Olympus beautiful, doud-capt, 
Never to tell the things in his laxge spirit mapped. 
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LZXXDL 

'* It is not fit that other gods should know 

These wondrous secrets of the Thunder-King ; 

Keep then this golden wand that I bestow, 

Nor seek from me the hidden fates to wring, 
The many who around my Temples cling, 

Asking mysterious oracles, shall leave 

The Holy Shrines contented ; like fair spring, 

An atmosphere of light I round them weave. 

And never can they say that I their hearts deceive. 

zc. 
" But whoso trusts in folly-speaking birds, 

And haunts my £uie some prophecy to hear. 
Shall have an Oracle whose misty words 

Shall keep the voice of promise to his ear, 

But lead him wildly wrong in his career ; 
Though of his presents 111 of course take care — 

There is another secret of the sphere 
Which thou shalt know, offiipring of Mala fair. 
And Zeus whose meteor-shield flashes with awful glare. 

zci. 
^' Three virgin sisters, Destinies, there are. 

Rejoicing in fleet pinions ; round their brows 
Is scattered flour, that glitters like a star ; 

In the Parnassian vale of trees they house ; 

From these, when tending my immortal cows, 
I learned the gift of prophecy. Our Sire 

Heeded it not. On honey they carouse, 
And having eaten, with oracular fire 
They glow, and tell the things their madness does inspire. 
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zcn. 

" But if, of the sweet meat you them deprive, 

Soul-less they are, and sealed up are their lips : 
Vainly to win their wisdom-words you'll strive — 

No oracle from them like honey drips. 

Rule these— thy cows — and all of life that trips 
O'er the broad-bosomed earth — ^Hon and steed, 

And dog and boar ; and when the death-eclipse 
Comes on the sunlike soul, wend thou with speed, 
And, like a planet bright, conduct it in its need." 

xcm. 

Thus sovran PhoBbus cherished Mala's boy. 

And the Satnmian beauty shed on both ; 
To mix with men and gods became the joy 

Of Hermes, who increased in strength and growth ; 

To plunder all he still was nothing loth : 
And when the Night spread o*er the earth her veil. 

He rambled robbing, for he hated sloth — 
Enchanting son of Zeus and Maia^ hail ! 
Ne'er shall I cease to hymn thy praise in bardic tale. 

1840. 



** OramuB d forte, non moleBtum est** 

Tell us, if for asking thee we are not to be chidden. 
In what secret comer thou thyself hast hidden ? 
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We sought thee in the Circus, and in the Lesser Meadows, 
We sought thee in the bookshops, and in the Temple's 

shadows. 
We looked for thee in valleys oveigrown with flowers 

and grasses; 
We stopped and questioned, as we walked, all the pretty 



All of those we talked to were beauteous, young, and 

witty; 
" Do you know," said we, " my dears, where in wood or 

city* 

That wild, wandering rake, Camerius, now is staying ? 
With what little Siren is the scapegrace gone a-Mayingl" 
One of those we asked, her white breast discloses — 
^' Here he is," says she, ^* hidden in the roses." 



%usonm. 

'* Laldas et Glyoeras laadYae nomina famtt." 
When my own little wife reads the songs I compose. 
About Laus and Glycera, Phyllis and Hose, 
She tells me, she's sure I but jest in my way — 
That I never have strayed, and I never will stray ; 
That these nymphs are mere fimdes of mine : on my life 
It is pleasant to have so confiding a wife. 
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from t^t jStoMsgf. 

The worim fram which the following balladB haye been taken, are, 
tint—'^Sveiuia Folk-Vitor Jran FonUiden. Samlade ock ulg\fiu €if 
Br. Gust. Geioer. oek Aby. Aua. Afzblixtb. Stoekkdm, 4 JkL 
(MuiUc), 1816.;' ["The Old BalladB of Sweden. GoUeotedandpab- 
liahed by Eb. Gust. Gbigkb and Art. Aug. AFEEuna. 4 yolnmeB."] 
And, aeoond— <'i9v«Ml» Fonuanger, en temling of ESmjmtor, Folk- 
Viior, Lekar, och Dantar, Samt Bamroek VaU-Sanffer. Uig{fne of Adolt 
IWAB ABDWI880N. StoMolm, 2 Del, 1887." ["Ancient Swediah 
Ballada, a Collection of Champion BaUada, Popular Songa, Sport and 
Dance Bhymea, Shepherd and Nuraery Songa. Collected by Aooii 
IWAB Abdwibson. 2 volumea.*'] Theee reliquea of olden minatzday 
compriae the most choice apeuimena of ballad literature, and hnny na 
at once into the boaom of antiquity. They hare never been tranalated 
before, and they i^ypear to me worthy of an Engliah dresL 184S. 

" Norrige ligger hogt i nord." 
Norroway lies high in the Noiih, 

Full of bears, and white with snow ; 
Its mountains rise aloft from the earth, 

And from their peaks the eagles go. 
Wildly whistle the Northern blasts, 

Through the fi]>tree tops so brown ; 
And from the giant cliffs on high, 

Tumble the boiling torrents down. 

Norroway is a glorious land. 

Full of honour, and crowned with might ; 
Freedom the badge of its ruling men : 

In loYe, in law, we all unite. 
No cheats are there, no sneaking knaves, 

Nor slothful drones ; but earnest bands. 
Firm as the mountain oak in heart, 

True as the steel that arms their hands. 
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Norroway is a glorious ground ; — 

We dream of our olden men of might, 
We think of the wondrous antique days. 

When the st4U*8 and our fires are bright. 
Saga high the heroic lays 

Of knight, and dame, and champion, tells ; 
And oh I what old ancestral pride. 

Our valiant Northmen's bosom swells, 

Norroway lies high in the North, 

Yet fair and fresh its roses glow ; 
And oyer its green and healthy soil, 

The sweetest winds of Heaven blow. 
Its silver brool^ in beauty play, 

Through forest, and grassy mead and dale ; 
Its corn-fields wave, its jocund herds 

Wander at will o'er hiU and vale. 

But it is not' the Beautiful only lives 

In this happy land, but the wild Sublime : 
Torrent, and chasm, and mountain hoar. 

Are there, from the oldest olden time. 
Old free Norroway 1 hail, oh hail I 

Hail in the South, and hail in the North, 
In mighty mount, and in humble vale, 

Our Norsemen — sons of truth and worth. 
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BT STAGNELIUa 

'* Se fogUmeB Bkanu" 

See ! the birds are wending, 
To some foreign land ; 
Their swift flight is tending 
Far from Gauthiod's strand. 
Wildly they are sighing — 
Wildly on the breeze ; — 
" Whither are we flying 
From our native trees %" 
And thus their sad wailing to Heaven's throne flees. 

" From the Scandian bowers, 
Tearfully we go ; 
There through sunny flowers, 
Fled we to and fro ; 
In the lindens blooming. 
Stood each cosy nest ; 
Winds, the air perfuming. 
Booked us into rest. 
We now cross the ocean, of strange lands in quest. 

** Sweet it waJ9^ beholding 
Summer evening^s close, 
His gold locks enfolding 
With a wreath of rose. 
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Pleasures without number 
Filled our hearts ; we lay 
In El jsian slumber, 
Till the break of day, 
Waked each little sleeper from meadow and spray. 

'' There the trees were bending. 
Gently o'er the plains, 
Flowers their cups were lending 
To the pearly rains. 
Gone are all the roses, 
Leafless are the trees, 
Bird nor beast reposes 
In the wintry breeze. 
And hoar-frost is gemming the May-blooming leas. 

" Why, then, do we linger 
In the North till ice, 
With its gloomy Anger, 
KiUs us in a trice ? 
Why, then, should we sorrow, 
Leaving but a grave ) 
Why until to-morrow. 
Spare the wings €k)d gave ? 
Pass we, then, quick o'er the hoarse welcome wave.'* 

Thus the birds were singing, 
Wandering in the air. 
Till, o'er ocean winging. 
Reached they lands more fair. 
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There were green elms waving, 
Winds that softly blew ; 
There were bright streams laving 
Myrtles round that grew, 
And the groves and the vall^ with joy beamed anew. 

When our earthly gladness 
Hatib attained its goal. 
Sink not then with sadness, 
Weep not, O my soul ! 
Birds, to scenes of splendour, 
Pass o'er ocean's foam, 
TJhee the grave shall render 
To a heavenly home, 
Where angels immortal in bright beauty roam. 



" Sven Svanehvit rider sig den viigen fram." 
Sven Svanehvit journeys as far as he can, 
And see, there meets him a Wandering Man : 
" O Wanderer, wanderer, hear what I say. 
Unriddle the riddle I give thee this day." 

" For thee or thy riddle I care not a word, 

The monarch of Iceland I slew with this sword." 

'< If the monarch of Iceland you brought to death-pain, 

Then know Hwaa myfidk&r your right hand hath slain." 
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Sven SvanehTit plucked his black sword from its sheath, — 
One blow — and the Stranger fell lifeless beneath ; 
Sven Svanehvit cut up his carcass as small 
As the leaves of the linden in autumn that fcdl. 

Sven Svanehvit journeys as far as he can, 
And he meets another Wandering Man : 
" O Wanderer, wanderer, hear what I saj, 
Uuriddle the riddle I give thee to day. 

*^ Look well at this ring, tell me what is more round? 
What beasts of more worth than all others are found ? 
And tell me where standeth the house of the sun ¥ 
And where lie the feet of the dead and gone f 

*^ Who builds the bridge most wide of the wide ? 
And where swim fastest the fish in the tide ? 
The name of the place with the broadest road f 
And where lives the man most abhorred of God ? 

'^ And what is more black than the blackest coal ? 
And what is more swift beneath the pole, 
Than the wing of a lark f Than the sjvan more white ? 
And what 'tis out-tops the eagle's flight T* 

'* Yes — ^the Sun than thy ring is fax more round ; 
The Beasts in Heaven are worthiest found ; 
In the West is the house of the glorious sun ? 
To the East lie the feet of the dead and gone. 
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^' The Ice builds the bridge mcMt wide of the wide ; 
Thereimder swim fastest the fish in the tide ; 
And Hell is the place with the broadest road ; 
And there lives the man most abhorred of God. 

'* And Sin is more black than the blackest coal ; 
And more swift than the wing of the lark is the Soul ; 
The Angels than swans are far more white ; 
And the Thunder out-tops the eaglets flight" 

Three days they drank of the Bacchic store ; 

" Since thou knowest all this, thou knowest much more ;"- 

Sven Svanehvit scarcely able to stand, 

Put his golden ring on the Wanderer's hand. 



" lill' Tofva hon tjente pa Konungens gard." 
Tofva in the King's court, she was a little maid, 

Oh / Utile Tojva ! were I half so fair y 
A year and fifteen weeks little Tofva there had stayed, 

And Tofva woe the king's lovej and she was all his oao'e. 

* In Dorthem ballads, the word "little*' is invariably used to ezpreas 
the most passionate fondness ; whatever is most earnestly reoommended 
to the reader is always called Httle. 

" Parvola, pnmilio, ^aptr»v fuOf tota merum saL" 

^LucreL iv. 1155. 
This peculiarity also occurs in Italian and Irish poetry. 
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Thus to his servants three spake the beautiful young King, 

Oh I litUe To/va ! were I half eo fair t 
" Tell Tofva that I want her, and hither Tofva bring," 

For Tofva was the kin^s love, and she was aU hie care. 

Little Tofva threw around her a mantle white as snow, 

OhflUtle Tofoa I were I half eofavr ! 
And to the handsome young King, made ready quick to go, 

For Tofva wae the kin^e lave, and she wae aU hie care. 

And through the spacious halls little loving Tofva flies, 

Oh/ little Tofva/ were I half so fair/ 
And the young King received her, and joy lit up his eyes, 

For Tofva woe the Idng^a love, and she was all his care. 

And he tapped her on the rosy cheek, and thus prayed he. 

Oh ! little Tofva / were I half so fair / 
" Christ grant, little Tofva, that my dearest love thou be," 

For Tofva was the kin^s love, and she teas all his care, 

" And, O my ghicious King, oh, speak not to me so." 

Oh / little Tofva/ were I haifsofair / 
" For the Queen watches privily, and threatens many a woe," 

For Tofva was the Icings love, and she was all his care. 

'' Let her hear what she may hear from sycophant and slave," 

Oh / little Tofva / were I /udfsofair / 
'' Christ grant that she were dead and lying in her grave," 

For Tofva was the Icings love, and she was all his care. 
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Thus spake the Queen unto her servants three, 

Oh/ lUUe Tojva / tvere I hal/so/oM' t 
" Tell little wanton Tofva that she must come to me." 

For Tqfoa was the kin^a lavCy and she was aU his care. 

Little Tofva threw around her a mantle white as snow, 

Oh/ lUtle Tofva I were I haJfeo foir^ 
And to the angry jealous Queen made ready quick to go, 

For Tqfva was the king's love, amd she was all his care. 

And through the women's chambers the little trembler hies, 

Oh/ little Tojvaf were I haJf eo fair / 
And the Queen frowned upon her, and rage lit up her eyes, 

For Tofva was the king's love, and she was aU his care. 

And she struck her on the rosy cheek that glittered like the May, 

Oh I little Tofva / were I half so fair / 
'^ Unto my dear King what hast thou had to say t'' 

For Tofva was the king's love, and she was all his care. 

• 
" One of the court pages would seek my love to win," 

Oh / little ToJva I were I half so fair I 
** And to ask the King's orders, Queen, I ventured in," 

For Tofva was the king's love, and she toas aU his care. 

^< Thou liest, little Tofva, thou hast spoken &lse through fear," 

Oh I little Tofva / were I half so fair ! 
" Thou wishest I were dead, and lying on my bier," 

For Tofva was the king's love, and she was aU his care. 
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Thus spake the Queen unto her servants three, 

Oh/ little To/oaf were I half so fair ! 
'< A good pile of dry wood gather quick for me/' 

For Tofva was the king^e lavey a/nd she woe aU hie care. 

*< But oak-tree or aspen-tree I would not have thee fell/' 

OhI little Tofva, were I half 80 fair / 
" But willow-rods that kindle rapidly and well," 

For Tofva woe the king's love, and she was aU hie care. 

To the King runs a little boy with fear and horror scared, 

Oh/ litUeTofva! were I half so fair ! 
" Oh ! what a strong fire thy good Queen has prepared," 

For Tofva wae the Idng^s love, and she was all his care, 

" I have seen the Queen's servants build up a mighty pyre," 

Oh I UttU Tofva! toere I half so fair I 
" She wiU bum the little Tof^ so she swears, in the fire," 

For Tofva was the king's love, cmd she was aU his care. 

Then they lifted little Tofva all on a steed of pride, 

Oh I little Tofva I were I half so fair / 
And the valiant Monarch rode exulting by her side. 

For Tofva was the king's love, and she was all his care. 

With sad heart to the south little Tof^ rides along^ 

Oh! little Tofva! toere I half so fair ! 
O gracious Heaven 1 guard me fix)m such a bridal-song ! 

For Tofva was the kin^s love, and she wcu all his care. 

Q 
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Little Tofra rideB along to the broad sea's strand, 

Ohf UtOeTofm! were Ihaifso/airl 
Where all the little ships sail swiftly to the land, 

For Tojva was the hm^e love, and she woe all hie core. 

And in the King's bosom doth little Tof^a sleep, 

Ohf little ToJva! were I half so f cm ! 
Till they reach the third King's land, having passed the mighty 
deep, 

For Tofva woe the king^a love, Ofnd «^ woe aU his caare. 



Sin Carl; ax, tlfz ClDister "^obbtxa. 

'* Herr Carl han gick for sin foetermor in." 

Sir Carl he goes to his Mother in, 

" Advise me, Mother, I pray ; 
How shall I the £dr young maiden win, 

From the cloister with me awayl" 

For Sir Carl lie sle^ alone. 

" Oh ! lay thee as sick ; oh ! lay thee as dead, 

Oh ! lay thee on the bier -, 
Thus shalt thou the fledr young Maiden wed 

Withouten danger or fear." 

The little boys came to the cloister old, 

Clothed in their robes of blue ; 
" Sir Carl he lies in his coffin cold. 

To his false Mr mistress true." 
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The little boys came to the doiflter old, 

Clothed in their robes of red ; 
'' From thy chamber, Nun, step forth and behold 

Sir Carl lie stiff and dead.'' 



The little boys came to the cloister old, 

Clothed in their robes of white ; 
'' From thy chamber, Nun, descend and behold 

The corpse of thine own true knight." 

To the Lady Abbess the Nun went in, 

" Advise me, mother, I pray ; 
And oh 1 he is dead — Sir Carl is dead, 

May I visit his death-cold clay V* 

" I will not say thee, yes, or no— 

But if in the hour of eve. 
To the chamber of the dead thou go, 

I fear thou'lt sorely grieve/' 

The Maiden goes through the chamber-door. 

As the glorious sunshine bright ; 
Sir Carl he lay as dead on the floor. 

But his false heart laughed with delight 

And the Maiden went to his head and sighed, 

Seeing his tresses gay ; 
" Ah me ! that my true love never had died. 

But were mine for ever and aye." 
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And ihe Maiden went to his feet of snow, 

And lifted the sheet so fine ; 
<^ Oh ! would thou wert qnickj and for evermoe 

True love, fond love of mine." 

And the Maid went thence to the chamber-door, 

" My sisters dear, good night ;" 
Sir Carl sprang np from the marble floor. 

And caught the maiden bright'' 

'^ Away — away with the death-like bier. 
Bring mead, and madder, and wine ; 

To-morrow 111 make thee my spouse so dear. 
To-morrow thou shalt be mine." 

The fiiir young Nuns of the cloister old, 

As they read in the holy book, 
Believe 'twas God's angel bright and bold, 

That forth their sister took. 

And each young Nun of the cloister old. 
Prays all the long night through ; 

''Christ grant that some Angel bright and bold. 
Would come and take roe too." 

For Sir Carl he sleepi alone. 
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* ' Och det yar Bydder Tynn^. " 
Sir Tynnd he was a gentle Kuight, 

Wherever on horse or foot went he^ 
In the forest green^ or the casteUed hall, 

No braver or gentler knight could be. 

Sir Tynnd he rose — Sir Tjjokb he goes 
Into the wood to shoot harts and hinds, 

And Ulftra, the little Dwarfs daughter fieur, 
Under the lindens green he finds. 

UlfTa, the little Dwarfs daughter fidr, — 

To her handmaid small quoth she^ 
'' Qo, fetch me hither my good gold harp, 

For I will enamour this Knight with me." 

Once she struck her harp of gold,* 

And so sweetly spake the string. 
That the beasts of the field and the forest-hold 

Paused, and forgot where they meant to spring. 



* This fKiSrie hazpist wm more than rivalled by the famous 
Scotoh minatrel Glenkindie, commemorated in Jamieeon's Popu- 
lar Ballads and Skmgs^ i 93 — 

Glenkindie was anoe a harper gnde, 

He haipM tothe king ; 
And Glenkindie was ance the best harper 

That erer harped on a string. 
He'd harpit a iish oat o' sant water, 

Or water oat o' a 8tane» 
Or milk oat o' a maiden's breast 
That bairn had never nane^ 
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Twice 8he stmck her harp of gold. 

And 80 sweetly spake the string, 
That the little gray hawk on the elm tree so old. 

Stood listening long with outstretched wing. 

Thrice she struck her haip of gold, 

And so sweetly spake the string, 
That the little white fish in the flood so cold, 

They paused spell-bound to hear her siAg. 

And leafing tree and flowering mead 
Confessed the might of that Rund strain : 

And Sir Tynnd spurred on his good war-steed. 
Which no man's hand but his could rein. 

And soon Sir l^mnd, that gentle knight, 
Down from his dun war-horse leapt he ; 

Then goes he to TJlf^ that maiden fiur, 
As she sitteth beneath the green linden tree. 

'' And here you sit, my maiden &ir. 

Like a rose among lilies, soft and bright ; 

No earthly man dares look in your eyes, 
And feel not love and yoimg love's delight" 

" Now nay, now nay, thou gentle knight, 
Forbear thy wooings of love to me, 

For I am betrothed to a mountain king, 

The King of the Dwarves, and his bride to be. 
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^* My bridegroom he dweUs in ihe mountaiiis dark, 
And plays at his game of chess all day ; 

My £Ekther he marohalH his champions bold, 
In armour of iron yclothed are they. 

« My mother she sits in the mountains deep, 

Piling up gdd in her golden chest ; 
And I stole out for an hoar or two, 

To play on my harp as I love best/' 

Then spake Sir Tynn^ that gentle knight, 

Patting her on her cheeks of rose, 
'^ My heart's own lore^ an answer I crave, 

Of kinder, gentler sort than thosa" 

** An answBr of kinder, gentler sort. 
Not mine, Sir Knight, is not mine for thee ; 

I have plighted myself to a Mountain Eling; 
And must keep my troth full fidthfully." 

And it was Thora, the little Dwarfs wife, 
Out of the mountain's door looked she. 

And she saw Sir Tynnd, that gentle knight, 
A-wooing beneath the green linden tree. 

And it was Thora, the little Dwarfs wife, 
Her eyes flashed anger, and woe^ and fear ; 

'' What have you to do in this grove, Sir ELnig^t ? 
What evil chance hath brought you here f 
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^* Far better it were for thee, daughter mine. 
To dwell in the mountaiii, and pile up gold. 

Than to dt in the roses beneath the lime, 

And strike the lewd harp like a minstrel bold. 

^' And better it were for thee, daughter mine^ 
At home to work at thy bridal dress, 

Than to dt in the grove, and with Kund rhymes 
Win Christian hearts in this wilderness." 

And TDfvA, the little Dwarf's daughter hir. 

Into the mountains dark went she ; 
And after her went Sir Tynnd, the Elnight, 

In scarlet and furs dad winsomely. 

And it was Thora, the little Dwarf's wife, 
She fetched a chair of red golden glow, 

Then she cast the knight in enchanted sleep 
That lasted until the red cock crow. 

And it was Thora, the little Dwarfs wife, 
The Eund books five, of enchanted might. 

She brought, and broke off the powerful spells 
Which her daughter had thrown o'er that gentle 
knight. 

" And hear ye, Sir Tynn^ give ear, give ear. 
From the Kund spells your spirit is free ; 

But in truth and in hiih^ I tell ye. Sir Knight^ 
My daughter can never your young bride be. 
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** And I, too, was bom of the ChristiAii folk, 

But stolen away in the days of old. 
My sister she dwells in Iceland's isle, 

And wears on her brows a crown of gold. 

'' And well she weareth a crown of gold, 

And well is she named a royal Queen ; 
They have stolen her daughter away, away, 

And fiu* and wide they search, I ween. 

'^ Her daughter was stolen away, away, 
And to Bemerland taken one wintry night ; 

There sits she now, a beautiful Maid, 
And she is the Lady Hermelin hight. 

*' Seren women there be who watch her well, 
Whene'er in the waving dance she moves ; 

Nor dare she play on her golden harp. 
The golden harp whose sound she loves. 

'' The monarch he has a sister^s son. 

The king's sole royal heir is he, 
For him they intend that beautiful Maid, 

Who hates him, and never his bride would be. 

"And now my word of honour I give. 

Of my own free will my &ith I plight. 
To thee will I wed that beautiful Maid, 

If thou wilt bring her to me. Sir Knight." 
Q2 
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Then she^gave Sir Tynnd a Mr new coat^ 
Broidered witiii pearls and stars of gold, 

And every seam was trimmed with gems, 
Of brightness raJhe and of price nntold. 

Then she gave him a steed, a prancing steed. 
And a saddle as bright as the shining May, 

" And ne'er shall 70a need a guide," quoth she, 
'< For this good steed never shall lose his way." 

And XJlfva, the little J>warf's daughter fidr. 
Good wishes she gave to that gentle Knight, 

'* And take ye this glittering sword and spear, 
And arm ye, Childe, for the future fight. 

'^ And never," quoth she, ^^ shalt thou fight a fight 
In which thou shalt not the victor be,'' 

" And never," quoth she, " shalt thou miss the stnmd. 
Though tossed full long on a stormy sea," 

And it was Thora, the little Dwarfs wife, 
She poured him out a glass of red wine ; 

** Ride away, ride away, Sir Tynnd," she cries, 
" Ere comeih my husband home to dine." 

" And now, Sir Tynn^ that gentle knight^ 

Beneath the linden trees he rides, 
There meet him two mighty Mountain Kings, 

Ascending the gloomy mountain sides. 
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" Well met, Sir Tynn^ good-morrow, Sir Knight, 
Yon ride fnll well on yonr prancing steed ; 

And whither and whither would you go t 
Methinks joor jonmey requireth speed." 

" I travel a straight and a distant road, 

To save a beantifdl flower," quoth he, 
And £edn would I try my good steel sword, 

An' it will go well or iU with me." 

'' Eide in peace, Sir Tynnd,** they say ; 

" Peace we wish, and peace give we; 
But, lo ! the Champions of Iceland come, 

Who have sworn to break a lance with thee." 

And now Sir Tynnd, that gentle Elnight, 

Under the green trees holds his way ; 
There meet him six Champions of Bemerland, 

They bid him at once to halt and stay. 

" And fight we must in this blessed hour. 

Fight we must till death divide. 
For silver white, or the good red gold. 

Or each man for his plighted bride." 

And it was the monarch's sister's son. 

He was in hot and hasty mood ; 
<< Of silver and gold I have ynough. 

And I will have this champion's blood" 
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« But hast thoa not a plighted bride I — 
Ladye HermeUn fidr and fine. 

For her I dare thee to fight me here, 
Whether she shall be mine or thine." 



At the first charge of these furious knights^ 
like thundering torrents forth they bound ; 

He struck at the monarch's sister's son. 
His head fell down on the grassy ground. 

Back now rode the Champions six, 
Clothe each in a mourning skin ; 

They went up into the lofty hall. 
And found the agdd King within. 

And when they told the agdd King, 
Oh ! how he tore his snowy hair ! 

** Avenge my sister's son's death," he says ; 
" Avenge, or dread my dark despair." 

Back then rode the Champions six. 
Soon they thought to win the prize ; 

Lamed and dismembered straight were they ; — 
By mishaps thus men grow wise. 

Then the wolves and bears he slew, 
Which fiercely guarded the lofty hall ; 

Then he brought put the beautiful Maid, 
Who so long had lain in thrall. 
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Now has Ladje Hermelin 'soaped 
Sorrow and trouble, and tear and blight ; 

Now she sleeps on the loving breast 
Of that true and gentle knight. 

Now has Mr Sir Tynnd escaped 

Sorrow and trouble and deadly fight ; 
Now he sleeps in the loving arms 

Of that Ladje sweet and bright. 

Much did he thank the little Dwarfs daughter, 

Ladye JJiivB, &xr to see, 
Whose magical Runes had nerved his arm, 

To win &ir Hermelin scathelesslj. 



** Lilla Lisa och hennes Moder de lato i sin saL" 

lilla Lisa and her mother ia their palace halls they sate, 
And they held with each other a wonderful debate ; 

Ho, ho I no, no — no, no — no I 
They held with each other a wonderful debate. 

** And hear me, Lilla Lisa, dearest daughter mine, 
Is it milk that I see on thy kirtle so fine V* 

" Not milk, mother dear, stains my kirtle all so white, 
But mead that I spilled on it by chance yesternight." 
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'< Mead is not like milk," qaothHihe mother with a frown, 
« For the milk is white^ and the mead it is brown." 

" Mother dear, the truth I will not hide from thee, 
Herr Bedevall has been a-playing with me.*' 

" And has Herr Bedeyall a-plajed with thee 1 
Then art thou no longer a daughter dear to me." 

'< On a gallows tree Herr Bedevall shall die, 
And thou shalt be roasted while I stand by." 

Now lilla Lisa wends to Herr Redevall's away, 
And she knocks at his door in the morning gray. 

" Get thee up, Herr Bedevall, nor let thine own love wait. 
My mother dear and I have had a wonderful debate. 

'* On a gallows-tree she swears that thou shalt die. 
And that I shall be roasted, while she stands by." 

'' / shall not be hanged on the gaunt gallows tree, 
Nor shalt thou be bound in the red fire for me." 

Herr Bedevall he saddles quick his courser gray, 
" Mount thee, dearest Lilla Lisa," gently did he say. 

And when as they came where the rose-bowers smile, 
Saith Lilla Lisa, '' I would rest a little while." 

Bedevall he spreads out his mantle in the bower. 
And two little babes were bom within that hour. 
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^* Clirist gnmt that I were with thee, dearest mother mine, 
Thoa'dst spread oat my bed, and woaldst give me the 
sweet wina" 

Herr Bedevall he tended his little bride so true, 
And he fetched her a drink in his silver-studded shoe. 

Herr Bedevall he fetches water from the spring ; 
In the tree he heard a little bird so sorrowfuUy sing. 

Mournfully and sweetly sang the little bird there, 
'' LiUa Lisa she is dead, and the twins so/air" 

Back to the greenwood Herr Redevall he sped. 

And he found that it was true as the little bird had said. 

Now digged he a grave so broad and so deep. 
Therein he laid the bodies to take their long tsleep. 

He set his good broadsword right against a tree ; 
It ran into his heart, and dead fell ha 

ZTo, ho ! no, no — no, no — no I 
It ran into his heart and dead fell he. 



Sitt ^iVQtx ant WxU jlilbnUiti^. 

*<Herr XJlfver ban var en Riddareman." 
Sir XTlf^er he was a brave bold knight, 
He wooed a maid like the sweet sunlight. 
This iM kmnio of Dl/ver. 
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QaUant in rniAn^ and noble in mind, 
He wooed and won maid Silyerlind. 

They lived together in love and mirth, 

And three little babes from her side had birth. 

But in the eighth jear came grim old Death, 
And withered sweet Silverlind with his breath. 

Sir Ulf^er was long a sorrowful man, 

But to court maid Stineboig then he began. 

They lived together in blissful mirth, 

And three young babee from her side had birth. 

Wife Stineborg's children went out to play ; 
Wife Silverlind*s wept at home all day. 

The youngest child so sadly wept, 

That its mother woke where she coldly slept. 

Wife Silverlind said to the Angel-band, 

'' Oh, may I go back to my own dear land V 

<' To thine own dear land thou hast leave to go, 
But fly thou back ere the cock doth crow." 

She knocks at the door with her fingers thin, 
" Get up, my dear babes, and let me in." 

" On straw, my children, why slumber ye I" 
'' No better bed, dear mother, have we.'* 
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"And why so dirty, dear babes, oh whyl** 

" For none hath washed us sinoe thou didst die.*' 

Wife Sidneborg forth from her chamber oame, 
« Oh, listen ! oh, listen, thou cruel step-dame I 

" Meadows and fields I left behind. 
And my children starving now I find. 

" And many a herd, and many a flock, 
And my children go without shoon or sock. 

" And many a bed of down left I, 

While on straw and stalks my poor children lie. 

" Wert thou to my children good and kind, 
God a throne in Heaven for thee would find.'' 

" Hitherto have I been a stepdame bad. 

But the orphan's heart will I henceforth glad." 

Oh ! never did Heaven or Angels see 
A brighter or happier companie 
Than Silverlind and her children three. 

This toe know qf Ulfim, 
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" Jongfriin hon giok tUl BJiMutrmd." 
The maiden she walked by the green sea wave ; 

Oh/ never/orgetmemwealorwoe; 
There met she a Nobleman yoathfol and brave. 

While on the/air tale the Kndena grow. 

And bright gold chains in her lap he laid ; 

Oh I timer forget me in weal or woe; 
** Now plight me your fidth, &ir-blooming Maid.* 

While on the/mr isle the lindens grow, 

" Nay, my foster-mother would sore complain, 
Oh I never forget me in weal or woe ; 

If she saw me wearing thy bright gold chain." 
WhUe on the fair isle the linde/ns grow. 

'' But say, as you went by the green searstrand, 

Oh I newer forget me in weal or woe ; 
That you found the gold chain on the crystal sand.** 

WhUe on the fair ids the Undens grow. 

" Nay, my foster-mother would weep and wail. 
Oh I never forget me in weal or woe; 

When she saw that my cheeks grew wan and pale.'' 
While on the fair isle the lindens grow. 

" But say, as you went that you heard it said, 
Oh I nemer forget me in weal or woe ; 

Your father and mother both were dead." 
While on the fair isle ike lindens grow. 
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" But wilt thou not plight thy &ith to me? 

Oh t never forget me tn weal cr woe ; 
Come sit, and talk by the booming sea. 

WlwU on ihefiM' ids the Undens grow. 

"Before cock-crow, poor I was bom; 

Oh ! neeer forget me in weal or woe ; 
And my mother died in the early mom. 

WhUA on ike fair tale the Ivndene grow. 

" My mother they laid in the deep black motdd, 

Oh ! n&oerfiyrgei me m toeal or woe; 
For my fitther dear while the bells they tolled. 

While on thafiwr isle the li/ndens grow, 

" My &ther they laid in the deep black grave ; 

Oh/ never forget 7ne in toeal or woe ; 
And they tolled the bells &r my brother brave. 

WhUe on thefovr itle the Undene grow. 

" My brother they laid in the deep black mould, 

Oh I neeer forget me in weal or woe; 
For my sister dear, while the bells they tolled. 

While on the four iele the Undene grow. 

" Now all were dead in the silent day, 

Oh ! never fo)rget me in weal or woe; 
Who fed me^ and clothed me for many a day, 

WhUe on the font iele the Undene grow. 



356 TIUJV8LATION8. 

*' And my youngest brother remained alone, 
Oh! never forget ma in weal or woe; 

Father, and mother, and sister in ona 
WhiUe on the fair ide the lindens grow. 

" But my foster-mother my grief consoled ; 

Oh I never forget me in weal or woe ; 
She taught me to sew, and to broider with gold. 

While on the fair ieh the lindens grow. 

" She taught me to broider, she taught me to sew. 
Oh ! never forget me in weal or tooe; 

To speak but little, and soft and slow. 
While on the fair isle the lindens grow. 

" She taught me to coyer the rich man's board, . 

Oh I njever forget me in weal or woe; 
But never to trust to his flattering word." 

While on the fair isle the lindens grow. 

'< Thanks, sister dear," was the Knight's reply ; 

Oh I iMver forget me in weal or woe; 
" Thou art my sister — ^thy brother am I. 

While on the fair isle the Undens grow. 

<' And if thou hadst hearkened to what I said, 
Oh I never forget me vn weal or woe; 

My sword would have struck thee stiff and dead. 
While on the fair isle the Undens grow. 
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" In the King's palace I serve and bide ; 

Oh ! n&oer forget me in weal or woe; 
Of his bravest Elnight 111 make thee bride." 

WkUe on the/air ide the lindens grow. 



Jag yet yal hvar som 8£tr ett Slott. 

Well do I know where a Castle stands, 
Where stands a Oastle with mightj walls; 

Rich and bright are its towers old, 

With silver ore and with ruddy gold, 
Ruddy gold from eastern lands — 

And of marble hewn are its giant halls. 

And in that Oastle a vemant lime, 
A lime of exquisite beauty grows, 

Thick are its leaves and of emerald green, 

And a Nightingale dwelt its boughs between, 
Which sang in the olden, olden time, 

A song when the Evening Star arose. 

There came a Knight a-riding there, 
Riding alone by the marble tower, 

And he heard the Nightingale's song arise, 

Which filled his soul with a strange surprise, 
To hear a song so sweetly rare 

Poured forth in the solemn midnight hour. 
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"Now hear me, my dear little Nightmgale, 
Dear little Nightingale listen to me; 

K thou wilt me a roundelay sing, 

Thee will I cover from tail to wing 
With a rich and goi^geous golden veil, 

And girt with pearls thy neck shall be.'' 

"Nought care I for thy veil of gold, 
Or necklace of pearl, though starry bright; 

The greenwood wild is the little bird's home, 

In the greenwood wild I wildly roam, 
Hither and thither in heat and cold, 

And ever unseen by mortal sight" 

" And art thou a wild little greenwood birdt 
A little wild bird in the greenwood trees? 

And ever by mortal eye unseen? 

Feel'st thou not cold or hunger keen, 

Or rain when the might of the storm is stirred, 

Or the snow that drifts on the northern breeze?" 

"I feel not hunger — I feel not snow, 

Or winter cold, or torrent of rain; 
I dwell secure in these woodland dells; 
But deep in my breast a secret dwells. 

Ah me ! a dark and secret woe, 
That pierces me through with undying pain. 

"Oft have I torrents of wild sea seen, 

Between the mountains and valleys run; 
But the friend sincere, and staunch, and tried. 
Never deserts his good friend's side; 
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No torrent of hatred rolls between, 
But steadfast is each as the changeless sun. 

'</ too had a loved one^ and I loved himy 

In days of yore he loved me well; 
A stalwart, stately, brave young Knight, 
Which kindled my cruel step-dame*s spite; — 

This brother she changed to a wolf so grim, 
And sent me into the woods to dwell. 

'' Quickly he fled to the shaggy wood, 
To the shaggy forest he fled with haste; 

In those savage haunts condemned to range, 

Nor ever know rest, or pleasure, or change, 
Until he had drunk her heart's best blood; — 

Thus seven good years did my brother waste. 

"Merrily once to the wood she went, 
Into the wood went this step-dame vile; 

And down by the grove of roses she hied, 

But my brother his fierce tormentress spied, — 
Spied her, and quickly, with fell intent, 

Tracked that sorceress base a-while. 

" By the left 1^, with his hideous claw, 

He seized the Witch while she groaned with pain; 

He tore out her heart — ^he drank her blood — 

He licked — ^he lapped up the ruby flood — 
A minute passed and my brother saw 

In a stream his human form again. 

"But still a little wild bird am I, 
A little wild bird of the forest green ; 
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And sadly and softly I sbg and weep, 
When my midnight vigils, alas ! I keep, 

And hither and thither on air I fiy; 
While the stars shine bright in the blue serene. 

'< Yet blessM be God in the Heaven above, 
BlessM be God, who hath helped me now; 

The chain of silence at length He broke, 

Tis fifteen years since a word I spoke, 
Of grief, or joy, or sorrow, or love. 

With any but thee. Sir Knight, I vow. 

^' And yet I have sung while the stars jahone bright. 
And sung in the rosy morning hour, 

With my nightingale music sweet and low; 

But nothing on this broad earth I trow 
Hath given my soul such pure delight' 

Aa the meadow green and the blooming bower." 

"Now hear me, my dear little Nightingale, 
Dear little beautiful Nightingale, hear; 

Come away to my chamber, and thou shalt be 

The sole companion to dwell with me. 
And sing to the stars thy sorrowful tale. 

And thou mayst fly off when the roses appear.'' 

«I thank thee. Sir Elnight, for thy offer so kmd. 
For thy offer I thank thee, brave young ELnight ; 

But alas! I dare not accept the same. 

Forbidden to move by my cruel step-dame; 
A home elsewhere I dare not find, 

Till the feathers £edl off from my breast so white." 
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The Knight stood awhile, and deeply thought, 
In sage reflection, awhile he stood; ' 

Nor heeded he much a single word 

Of fear that fell from the fair little bird, 
But her legs in his hand he quickly caught, 

For such was the will of the Lord so good. 

And he bore her away to his chamber £ur, 
To his chamber fidr he the little bird bore; 

The windows and doors he closed, when lo ! 

Into many a shape she began to grow, 
Shapes that the stoutest heart might scare. 

As you shall hear ere my song be o'er. 

A lion, and then a bear, she became, 

A lion of mighty and bear of size. 
And then in a cluster of dragons she rose, 
And then as a lindworm strong she glows, 

With jaws like an aU-devouring flame, 
And fury fierce in her baleful eyes. 

He cut her &ir skin with the smallest knife^ 
With the smallest knife he pierced her through; 

The. least drop of blood on the snowy floor,* 

And a Madden o/brightneas stood be/ore^ 
Restored again to beautiful life^ 

And sweet as a flower in the morning dew. 

'^And now I have freed thee frt)m dire distress, 
Thou standest once more in thy Tixgin pride; 



^ To shed the Uood of a tranaf ormed person at onoe put an 9oA 
to the spell of magic. 
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And lovely Ladye I fain would know, 
The sorrowful tale of thy secret woe. 

And I would have thee thy race confess. 
By thy noble other's and mother's side!" 

'' My fiftther was monarch of Egypt's land; 

In the land of Egypt my mother reigned; 
My brother was found a Werhwolf to be, 
In the wilderness gloomily wandered he; 

For such was his step-dame's stem command; 
Till his former shape he at length regained." 

''If thy father was monarch of Egypt's land, 
And if thy mother in Egypt reigned, 

Then art thou my sister's darling child, 

Changed to a little bird, beauteous and wild. 
By thy step-dame's stem and strange command ; 

Oh ! blest be this hour for thy shape regained." 

And great was the joy of the old and young, 
And great was the joy that filled every breast. 

That the Elnight caught the dear little Nightingale, 

Which often and often her sorrowful tale 
In the starry hour had sweetly sung 

In the lime-tree green from her lonely nest.* 



* There is an Oriental wildnefls in this Grothic fiction which 
remiodB one of the story of Cambuscan bold, the mighty Tartar 
King, whose story Chaucer haa but half revealed, and to whom the 
Knight, who is depicted in one of the epigraphs to this volume, 
presented himself with the various presents there enumerated : 
The horse, the mirror, the sword, and the ring, were gifts from 
the king of Araby and Ind : the first, on touching a secret spring. 



363 

"Henren Bold ban sadlar sm gangare gr&.'' 

Herr BaJd saddles his oourEier gray, 

Could one rightly think it ? 
To liis mother's palace he rides away, 

H&rr B&ld steps confused over the threshold* 

"Herr B&ld, Herr Bald, welcome be, 
For I have something to tell to thea 

« And is this true as I hear it told. 

That thoa hast married a Witch, Herr B£ld)" 

"Gknl pardon him, dear mother, I pray, 
Who told thee that lie this holy day. 

''But yestemoon I saw her stand 

On the heath with the wicked witches' band. 

"And a bear she rode upon, 
With a wolf for a saddle thereon. 



would convey its rider in twenty-four hours to the remotest part 
of the Globe; the second had the. power of depicting upon its 
surface any treason which threatened the person or kingdom of 
Gambuscan ; the third could not only pierce annonr, vaunted as 
impenetrable, but likewise heal the very wound it had inflicted ; 
while the fourth, destined for Canac^ the daughter of Gambuscan, 
endowed her during the time she wore it with a knowledge of the 
virtues of plants, and the language of birds. 

* I have given a literal translation of the omqwcedy but have not 
thought it worth versifying, and I have struck it out of the sub- 
sequent veraes, as it is harsh, unmn«i<ml, and unmeaning. 
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''And a whip of snakes I saw her hold, 
I myself was present Herr B&ld." 

Herr Bald wheeb round his courser gray. 
From his mother^s he rides enraged away. 

Herr BSid rides to his own abode, 

Little Kerstin she met him upon the road. 

''Be welcome home, Herr Bald, to me, 
Long have I been a-waiting thee." 

"'Tis fieLlse — ^thou art not glad to see 
Thy husband — ^nor I to look on thee." 

He caught her straight by the golden hair, 
He hurled her down on the shingles bare. 

"HeiT Bald, spare me for Tove's sweet sake. 
For I have my dying will to make." 

Little Kerstin into her chamber went, 
Herr B&ld follows with fiJse intent. 

Herr Bfld &8tened the massive door, — 
Both stood alone on the marble floor. 

"I give my gray steed to my fother dear. 
And him he shall ride to my lonely bier. 

"To my mother my silk-sewed robe I leave, 
Oft have I made her sigh and grieve. 

"To my brother I give my gold crown red, 
I know he will weep when he sees me dead. 
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*'And unto my dear little sisters two, 

I give mj gold shiines — ^now pierce me through.*' 

Herr B&ld unsheathed his gilded blade, 
. And poor little Kerstin in death he laid. 

Then unto his jeman outspake Herr BSld, 
''Quick to mine ear let thj nund be told.'* 

"Oh, saddle thj strongest steed, and ride 
Where the thickest woods thy head can hide.*' 

Herr Bald saddled his courser gray. 
To his mother's-in-law he rode away. 

''Oh! welcome home, Herr B&ld to me, 
And how may thy little Kerstin be9'* 

"Little Kerstin she dwells in peace and bliss, 
I think her soul is in Heaven by thia" 

"Ha! — ^ha! I see by thy sword blood-red, 
Thy hand has struck little Kerstin dead." 

Little Kerstin they laid on a bier of gold, 
And to it in chains they bound Herr B&ld. 

They laid her then in the earth so black. 
And him they tied on the gibbet and rack. 



(66 TRAJrSLATIOlfS. 

*' Det bodde en Koirnng allt uti Engeland. 

There dwelt a king in England old, 

Thus a liUle bird sang to me, 
Of his daughters two a tale is told, 

Ifow blooms ths/orest uriihjlower amd tree. 

And the sister said to her sister fidr, 

Thus a UUle bird eang to ms, 
"To the silver strand let us both repair," 

Now blooTna the/oreet withjlower arid tree. 

The youngest was bright as the month of May, 

Thiu a litde bird ecmg to me, 
The eldest was dark as a winter's day, 

Now lloome the forest %oiih flower and tree. 

First walked the youngest with waving hair, 

Thue a little bird sang to me, 
The eldest followed — ^false heart she bare ; — 

Now blooms the forest vrithflotoer cmd tree. 

And when on the silver strand they stood, 

Thtu a little bird samg to me. 
She thrust her sister into the flood, 

Now blooms the forest vn^floioer and tree. 

But the Maiden stretched forth her snow-white hand. 

Thus a little bird sang to me, 
" Oh 1 sister, dear sister, oh I help me to land," 

Now blooms the forest wUh flower cmd tree. 
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"And sister, dear sister, oh ! help me to land,'* 

Thus a lUUe bird sang to me, 
"And I will give thee my red gold band," 

N^ow Uooma the forest with flower cmd tree, 

" Oh ! mine is the band of the red gold ore," 

Thus a little bird scmg to me^ 
" Bat God's green earth thon shalt tread no moi-e,*' 

N^ow blooms the forest toith flower and tree. 

" Help me, dear sister! while still I breathe," 

Thus a little bird sang to msj 
"And I will give thee mj red gold wreath," 

Now blooms the forest with flower qmd tree, 

" Ohl mine is thy wreath of the red gold ore," 

Thus a little bird samig to me^ 
" But God's green earth thon shalt tread no more," 

Now blooms the forest with flower and tree, 

"Once again, help me! sister mine," 

Thus a little bird sang to ma, 
"And my bridegroom to thee will I straight resign," 

Now blooms the forest with flower and tree, 

" I will not help thee to land, she cried," 

Thus a little bird sang to me, 
"And m be thy bridegroom's blooming bride." 

Now blooms the forest with flower and tree. 
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The fishermen rowed in the dark midnight^ 

Thus a liUU bird sang to mSy 
To the wateiy grave of this Maiden bright^ 

Now blooms the/orwt withjlower and tree. 

Her snowy corpse they drew to land, 

Thus a liUle bird eamg to me. 
And they laid it gently on the strand^ 

Now blooms the/orest with flower aaui tree. 

A harper along the way who strayed, 

Thus a little bird sang to me, 
Of the Maiden's body a wild harp made, 

Now blooms the/orest toith flower amd tree. 

And he took the Maiden's breast so white, 

Thus a Utile bird scmg to me, 
That the sound should fill all with strange deli^t^ 

Now blooms the/orest with flower and tree. 

Her fingers small that like lilies ahine^ 

Thus a little bird sang to me, 
The harper made into pegs so fine. 

Now blootfis the/orest with flower and tree. 

And her hair that was curled in star-bright rings, 

Thus a little bird sang to me. 
The harper bound in his harp for strings. 

Now blooms the/orest toith flower and tree. 
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In his arms he raised up the instroment, 

Thus a lUOe bird acmg to mOj 
And into the hall of the wedding he went, 

Aow bloom$ the/orett wUh flower and tree. 

The harp sent its music far aiid wide, 

Thfus a lUtle bird aomg to me, 
And hear what the harp says, thou blae bride, 

Now blooma tie/orest withjlow&r amd tree. 

At the first stroke of the minstrel's hand, 

Thus a little bird scmg to me, 
** The bride she wears my red gold band," 

Now blooma the/orest wiihjlower and tree. 

The next was a tone of death-like gloom, 

Tkua a liUle bird sang to me, 
*' The bridegroom is my dear bzid^pxxmi," 

Now blooms the forest witJ^fiower and tree^ 

At the third stroke the sad strings cried, 

ThiM a little bird eang to ms^ 
^ My sister pushed me into the tide," 

Now blooms the forest with flower aohd tree. 

On Sunday the gold-crowned bride was gay, 

Thus a little bird sang to fiM, 
She was roasted to death on the following day, 

Now blooma the forest with flower and tree. 
.b2 
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3it Palmsten's iuam. 

<'HeiT Malmsten haa dromde en drom om en natt." 

Sir Malmsten he dreamed of sorrow and pain, 

Brighdy whits the lily Mnesy 
That the heart of h^s Ladye love burst in twain, 

He muses in sadness and stiU repivies. 

Sir Mahnsten he snmmons his page with speed, — 
'^ Get np and saddle mj good gray steed.'' 

They saddled his good gray steed in haste, 

While backward and forward Sir Malmsten paced. 

To the rose-covered gate the brave Knight rode. 
His beantifiil Ladye love's £air abode. 

Two little maidens he passed on the way, 
Tclothed in kirtles of scarlet and gray. 

The one in the gray kirtle saw him and sighed, — 
" God pity you, Knight, on your sorrowful ride." 

He said to the girl in the kirtle of red, 
"And who lies sick, or who lies dead ?" 

" Oh ! no one lies sick, and none lies dead, 
But Sir Malmsten's bride, once rosy red." 

Sir Malmsten he rode to his Ladye love's door, 
The corpse in the coffin lay silent before. 

Sir Malmsten leapt down from his steed, and raised 
The lid of the coffin, aud silently gazed. 
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His five gold rings from his fingers he gave, 

To those who were summoned to dig the dark grave. 

" Dig ye the grave, mj men, long and deep, 
Here with mj Ladye love take I my sleep/' 

Sir Malmsten with that grew pale and red ; 

Brightly white the lily shines, 
He stabbed his true heart, and fell down dead. 

ffe muses no longer, nor sHU repines. 



^xovdi $iUa filk. 

** Hilla liUa sitter i kammaren sin." 

Proud Hilla Lilla sits in her chamber small, 
I^OTie but the Lord God hnoweth all my tooe, 

Adown her rosy cheek the tears of crystal falL 
Alasf and alas! he to whom I could lament 
Is cold in his yrave, and shall hear me nevermoe. 

To the Queen runs a messenger and tremulously cries, 
Hilla lilla she acts wildly as in her sleep she lies. 

Round her the rich Queen her regal mantle laced, 
And to proud little Hilla she wendeth on in haste. 

The Queen struck Hilla Lilla on the cheek so bright, 
That the blood spurted out on the curtains of white. 

" Gracious Queen, oh ! smite me not hardly on the fac^e, 
For I am a King's daughter as noble as your grace. 
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Hilla Lilla pointed to the ooverlet so fine,^- 

" May it pleaae you, my good Queeii| a moment to i^ecline. 

'^ Gradoos Queen, I b^ of thee recline thou near. 
And then the sad stoiy of my woes thou ahalt hear. 

'< While I was a-9taying in the Palace of my Edre, 

Ten valiant Knights attended me, and each was my squire. 

** My &ther dear, he reared me with such a royal care. 
Two Ejiights I had to stand behind my golden chair. 

^' The first he was a Duke, and Magnus was his name ; 
He tempted me to sully my fair virgin &me. 

"The second was a Duke, and Hillebrand by name ; 

A monarch's only son he was, from England's Isle he came. 

" And, oh ! it was with him, with the Duke Hillebrand, 
That foolish Hilla Lilla left her own native land. 

" Hillebrand, he saddled quick his charger gray, 
He lifted me iipon it^ and he carried me away. 

''We came into a thicket, where many roses smile, 
Duke Hillebrand, my dear love, would sleep a little while. 

" He slept upon my bosom, he slept upon my breast, — - 
Sweet and sound his dumber, and sweet and sound his rest 

<< Hillebrand, love, Hillebrand, awaken up my dear, 
My father, and my brothers all, ah! well-a-day I hear; 

«< Hillebrand, love^ Hillebrand, arouse thee up from sleep, 
Through the forest on their steeds thy fierce pursuers sweep. 
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« Duke Hillebiand rose up^ and to 1117 arms he came, — 
O dearest Hilla Lilla^ love, name not mj name.* 

^* He rushed into the first troop, like heaven's awM fire ; 
Mj brothers six he slew^ my brothers and their sire. 

'^ He roshed into the aeoond, like a lion from his lair ; 
There was mj youngest brother, with blue eyes and golden 
hair, — 

"Oh, sheathe thy sword, dear Hillebrand, and gentle 

mercy hear. 
Slay not my youngest brother, my youngest brother dear, 

"And hardly had I spoken the fittal mystic word, 

Duke Hillebrand lay bleeding beneath my brother^s sword. 

" Hillebrand he shook at me his terrible blood-steel, 
An' Hbfiu wert not little Hilla, this thou shouldst feel. 

" By the yellow ringlets my brother drags me now. 
And I must follow like a slave at his saddle bow. 

"And nowhere so small had the sharp bushes grown. 
That they pierced not thy poor Hilla Lilla to the bone ; 

" And nowhere was there a shingle or a stone. 

That its point pierced not poor Hilla Lilla to the bone ; 

"And nowhere was found the smallest thorn known. 
That it pierced not thy poor Hilla Lilla to the bone. 



•In the days of romance and magic, to "name the name ' 
one qf the combatants was conaideied a fatal omen. 
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'* And when we arriyed at the first Palace gate, 
Came forth mj mother in melancholy state. 

''Then quoth my brother, 'We shall drown this little dama' 
But my mother bade him sell me,and spare my tender frame. 

"And then, alas! they sold me for a little silver bell, 
That hangs still at Kirk^by, with sorrow in its knell. 

"At the very first peal that the little bell gave, 

My poor mother^s heart broke, — she went into her grava" 

With that prond Hilla Lilla gave a soul-piercing groan. 
And she fell down dead on the cold fioor of stone. 



" Lindonnen nnner sig at farstugan in." 

Into the palace the lindworm fierce 
Wound in many a serpent fold ; 

And the Lindworm sang of his Ladye love 
Beautifully on his harp of gold. 

" Rose-cheeked Ladye, will you with me 
Hence away to the blooming grove 9 

Under the lindens green to live, — 
I, thy lord — thou my Ladye love." 

" No, Lindworm, no, — I cannot with thee ; 

Dark indeed were my &te to find, 
In place of a gallant young knightly lord, 

A Lindworm fierce in heart and mind." 
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Eose-cheekM Maid^ an' thou wilt not pledge 
Thy troth to the Lindworm who loves thee; 

Give me but one kiss from thy scarlet lipe, 
And thou'lt never again thy poor suitor see." 

The rose-cheeked Maid went into the grove. 
The Lindworm followed her footsteps fair ; 

And there was a beautiful silken bed 
Standing amidst the roses there. 

The rose-cheeked Maiden ran and ran. 

The Lindworm followed her footsteps fleet ; 

He caught the fiedr Maid in his serpent coil, 
And his and the Maiden's red lips meet. 

O wonder! O wonder 1 it is a King^s son, 

Shining so lovelily like star-gleam ; 
wonder 1 O wonder! thou rose-cheeked Ladye, 

Is it a truth or some &^ry dream 9 

Then the Lindworm fell on his bended knee, — 
"Thank God that I be once more a man;" — 

And the rose^eeked Ladye never again 
From that princely Knight in terror ran. 

''Behrio tells of a tailor of Basle, who, in an adventurous mood, 
chose to descend into an obscure cavern near that city. After 
many windings he came to an iron door, through which he passed 
into a splendid chamber. Here he found, seated upon a stately 
throne, a Lady, whose countenance was suiprisingly beautiful, but 
whose shape terminated in a dragon's train* Before her stood a 
brazen chest, at each end of which lay couched a huge ban dog, 
that rose up, as if to tear the intruder to pieces. The Lady 
appeased the dogs, and opening the chest displayed an immense 
treasure, informing the tailor at the same time, that she was 
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Cbe f 0totr at tfre 3^t* 

** Ungenven han gar ooh leker pi g&rdetL" 

It was a young Lover who skilfully played^ 

In the window above sate the fiiir weeping Maid. 

Oh ! why doH thou weepy /air lady f 
Sweet4ieartj why wrroweet thou f 

Art sad for the saddle 9 art sad for the steed ) 
Art sad that my love to thy fond ear I plead t 



enchanted by her stepdame, but ahonld recover her natnral ahape 
on being kissed thrice by a mortal The tailor essayed to fulfil 
the conditions of the adventure; but her face assumed such an 
altered, wild, and giim expression, that his courage failed, and he 
was f sin to fly from the place. A kinsman of his, some 2^eani 
after, penetrated into the cavern, with the purpose of repairing a 
desperate fortune; but finding only dead men's bones, he went 
mad, and died. 

• A balkd of East Gothland, wherein Necken, the Water 
King, giveth back the Drowned One, for that her Lover playeth 
the Harp so sweetly. The lament of the Lady for the hardneass 
and roughness of the saddle, will appear more natnral when we 
reooUect that in those chivalrous days the fair sex sat <u$ride upon 
their steeds with golden shoes. A Danish princess, who proposed 
to introduce a carriage into Sweden, was met with an universal 
outcry against so outrageous an innovation. 

Vof jfg * wta faders land 
Da Jink jtg Karm och K&resrSnd ; 
Dertill tvarade de Svenske fnur : 
I forer hit ou inge Jvdike seder. 

Were I in my father^s land, 

A car rd have and driver grand— 

The Swedish ladies answered thus, 

" No Jutland manners bring to us.'*— Syv. ii. 21. 
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I grieve not for saddle, I griere not for steed. 
Nor grieve that your love to my fond ear you plead. 

Art sad for the saddle of ruggM bull's hide t 
Art sad that the journey is distant and wide t 

I grieve not for hardness of ruggdd bull's hide^ 
Nor weep for the journey is distant and wide. 

Art sad for thy fitther, or mother so old t 

Or thy brother, or sister with locks of pale gold 1 

I weep not for fitther, or mother so old. 

Or for brother, or sister with locks of pale gold. 

I am sad that those tresses of sunlight must flow, 
And be tossed in the stream of the cold Yamamoe. 

When I was an in&nt, a prophetess said. 

That I should be drowned on the day that I wed. 

I will build thee a bridge, mighty, massive, and great, 
Though it cost eveiy mark of thy husband's estate. 

Twelve Knights for thy vanguard before thee shall ride, 
Twelve; Knights in the rear, and twelve Knights on each side. 

They mounted the bridge in their gallant array, 
But the golden-shod little steed fell on the way. 

The golden-shod little steed fell, and the Bride 
Screamed loud as she fell in the dark rushing tide. 

Then quick to his page spake the Bridegroom so bold, 
" Bring speedily hither my loved harp of gold." 
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The harp it was brought^ and the first note it gave. 
The Necken rose hkughing on Yamamoe's wava 

He struck it again, but so sad was its strain. 
The Necken rose weeping and wailing in pain. 

*' Oh ! hearken, young Brid^p-oom, oh I hearken to me, 
I'll give thee thy Bride for thy sad melody." 

'< Shalt have her again, blushing beauteously red, 
Shalt have her again, for thy Bride is not dead.'* 

Oh ! why doat thou weep, fair lady f 
Sweet-hecurt, why 8orrowest thou f 



" Necken han gangar p« udhvitan sand." 

The Necken he walks on the sea-strand so white, 
And he changes his shape to a gallant young Knight. 

And into the tailor^s house quickly he hies. 
And dons him in robes of the finest blue dyes. 

Then the Necken goes off to the fair isle away, 
Where the lovely young villagers dance all the day. 

He joins in the dance, and so gracefully moves, 
Every maid as she looks on him feels that she loves. 
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And the Necken he takes up the shiniBg gold band, 
It beoometh so sweetly this fair Maiden's hand. - 

'* And hearicen, fidr Maid, what I say unto thee, 

In the churchyazd next Sunday our marriage shall be." 

Away to the ohuroh doth the £Edr Maiden ride. 
And Holl&st the driver he sate by her sida 

The bridle was silk, and the shafts were of gold, 
And Hollfast the driver was skilful and bold. 

The Maid in her white wedding garments is clothed, 
And she enters the Church, and she meets her Betrothed. 

The Necken along to the church tower rode he, 
And he fastened his reins to the andent church key. 

And the Necken passed down through theold pillared aisles, 
And the fair Maiden met him with tears and with smiles. 

The Priest at the altar, with smooth solemn brow, 
Marks the air of the Stranger, ** Sir Knight, who art thou 9 

" Where wert thou b^otten, and where wert thou bom ? 
Whence came the bright robes that thy figure adorn 1" 

*< And I was begotten, and bom too," quoth he, 
" And mine, only mine, are the robes that you see." 

Away to their homes are the villagers gone. 
The Bride with the Bridegroom remaineth alone. 

" Thy father, thy mother, thy brothers, thy friends. 
Where be they 1 — I fear what this silence portends." 
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** My fikther and mother th« blue billows be, 

And my friends are the wild sedge that grows by the 

" O Grod ! must I dwell in the wild waves below. 
While the blithe-hearted fishermen oyer us row)" 

*' Yes, yes, in the billows so oold and so pale^ 
While the seamen so joyously oyer us saiL" 

The Necken took hold of her sweet yellow hair, 
He bound to his saddle the Maiden so £Edr. 

And wildly she shrieked, and the heart-broken wail 
Was borne o'er the land on the wings of the gale. 

They sought the young Maid on the highways all round. 
And nought but her gold-buckled sandals they found. 

They sought the fair Maid in the waterfall dark, 
They found her a corpse, pallid, withered, and stark.* 



3vc Papns Kxtii i\it SitK-Wxk]i. 

" Det yar aa tidigt en SfindagBmoigeD.'* 

It fell on a Sui^day morning's dawn, 

Ere the larks to Heaven were winging, 
A young man slept on a searbeat lawn, 
And he heard the Mermaid singing : — 

'' Magnus, young MagnuSf listen to me, 
/ bring thee gifts from the silver sea, 
I cowrt thee to plunge in the emerald wafosSf 
And ujoo me for (vye in its crystal caves. 
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*^ And I will give tiiee a mantle fine 

As ever wore knight on his shoulder. 
Whose scarlet woof like the sun shall shine. 

And dazzle the rash beholder. 

'' And I will give thee a sword of might, 

With a scabbard and rings all golden, 
As oft as you wield it in fend or fight, 

The trinmph by thee shall be holden. 

'^ And a new mill-house I will give to thee^ 

With mill-stones working for ever ; 
They turn on the ground as light and free 

As those in the running river/' 

" If thou wert a Christian maiden mild, 
I'd pledge thee my troth by the fountain ; 

But thou art a Sea- Witch, wicked and wild — 
And hence to thy wave-washed mountain." 

Sir Magnus he wheeled his steed around, 
But the Mermaid rose up and stayed him ; 

Her hand in the bridle and bit she wound. 
And to tarry awhile she pruyed hinu 

And had not high Heaven willed it so, 

That the cock at that moment chanted. 
With the Mermaid wild the Knight should go, 
And her heart's desire were granted. 

Magnus^ y<nmg Magnus^ listen to me, 
I bring thee gi/ta from the silver mo, 
/ eaurt thee to plumge in the emerald waveif 
And woo me fcr aye in ite crystal oaves. 
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3ix i0ikin zni f ittU Ifitxstin. 

"Och drottningen ville nnft t&mor Ian." 

And the Queen called her maidens, and thus to them did say ; 

He promised me rosed— ^ I poor Maid. 
*' Guard je well your honour, guard it well, I pray. 

With the others thai shpt m the evening he fiUxyed, 

" Sir Holkin he allured me ; persuading me this year, 
That I my faith would plight him, and fiJse he Ib, I fear." 

'' And has stout Sir Holkin allured thee then this year f 
Girl, thou shalt no longer pollute my palace here." 

" And oh ! that I could find but one true and &ithful friend. 
To Sir Holkin in the evening a message I would send" 

Then out spake a £alse Maid, all in a kirtle blue ; 
" And if no other do it, thy bidding will I do." 

And out spake a &lse Maid, in kirtle white as snow ; 
'* And if no other goeth, most willingly 111 go.*' 

And out spake a third Maid, false as she was fair ; 
" And if no other bear it, thy message wiU I bear." 

And when this fidse fidr Maid came to Holkin's door. 
Sir Holkin himself she saw standing it before. 

'< little Kerstin she hath sent me to come to thee and say. 
Hide over in the evening, and prithee not delay. 
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*' She hath borne to thee a daughter so lusty and so big, 
And blacker than the blackest earth the stout miners dig." 

'' And let it be as black, as black as it can be, 
The more ruddy gold shall Kerstin have from me. 

" And give to her this wine-flask, and when her cares annoy, 
Let her drink it to the dregs, and it will bring her joy. 

*^ And bid her that she fling the blue bolsters on the floor, 
For on softest down beds she shall slumber evermore. 

'* And bid her that she fling out the tallow candles all, 
The whitest of wax-lights henceforth shall grace her hall. 

" Bid her neither sorrow, nor shed the salt tear ; 
To-morrow I will ride to her, for she is mine own dear." 

To the sesrstrand the false Maid went^ and drank out the wine, 
She filled the Knight's flask fiill with the saltest of brine. 

** From thy true Knight^ Sir Holkin, this water-flask I bear. 
He says that you may drink it when sick and sore with care. 

" He tells you to fling out the blue bolsters on the floor, 
For on sticks and on straw you shall slumber evermore. 

'^ He bids you to fling out the tallow lights, and sit 
Henceforth, for all your life, in a dark and dismal pit. 

'* He bids you sit in sorrow, and shed the salt tear. 

He never more will ride to you, nor ever more come here." 

" And oh ! that I had but a silver-bladed knife. 

And with mine own hand I would rid me of this Ufa" 
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" Easy sooth it were to get a silyer-bladed knife, 
But I will have no hand in the taking of thy life.** 

Then little Keratin kisses her babe's cheeks white ; 
" And oh ! thou shalt lose thy mother dear to-night" 

The true Knight^ Sir Holkin, not fiur was he away, 
And he heard little Kerstin this gloomy promise say. 

Then little Kerstin tamed her tmto the damp wall ; 

Sir Holkin he stood peeping in, and heard and saw it all. 

" And O little Kerstin, oh 1 tnm not thus from me, 

For I am thine own true Knight, and ne'er will part from thee^ 

'* The fistlse maid shall be bnried alive this very day, 
Who wished the blood of innocence like thine to betray." 



Och Jnngfron hon guigar i roe6iiddimd« 

And the Maiden i^e walks where the red roses blow^ 
There sees she a linden most beanteoosly grow. 

Ohl there's no one to cure me qfeadne^, 

''Here standest thon, linden tree^ blooming and &ir, 

With the gold-gleaming leaves which th^ bright branches bear.' 
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'* AL, maiden, sweet maiden, why praise ye me sot 
For thou art most happy, while I am in woe. 

" To-morrow oome suitors to daun thy white hand j 
To-morrow oome woodmen my life to demand. 

''They will hew me to pieces to make them a stairs 
To the altar where sinners gasp sorrowful prayers. 

" They will hew me to pieces to make them a shrine, 
Where penitents kneeling seek mercy benign." 

''O linden, dear linden, and since thou canst speak. 

Is there none on this broad earth whose aid thou wouldst seek V* 

''Oh I there's none on this broad earth whose aid I could seek, 
But King Magbua^ with whom I can ne'er hope to speak.*' 

And the maiden sat down and a letter she penned) 
"Ohl had I to bear it some trust-worthy friendl" 

When straight there came flying a falcon so gray, 
"To the halls of King Magnus I'll bear it to day.** 

Then away with the letter the gray fidcon flew, 
Till the halls of King Magnus rose up on Ida view. 

Then the King took the letter and hastily read. 
And his cheeks grew aa pale and aa cold aa the dead. 

Then outspake King Magnus — "Up, saddle my steed, 
With the gray flowing mane and the fetlocks of speed. 

" The red-coated courser, quick saddle for me, 
Away, and away till my true love is free." 

8 
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King Magnus leaped up on his coarser so red. 
And fleeter by £ftr than the falcon he fled. 

King Magnus he came, and he fell on his knee, 
And kissed the young maid in the fair linden trea 

King Magnus knelt down at the bright maiden's foot. 
And he kissed her again in the linden tree's root. 

Then the King to his heart the fidr linden tree pressed. 
And a Virgin most beautiful blushed on lus breast. 

The King raised the Virgin upon his gray steed, 
And bore her away to his Ca^le with speed. 

And she sat in her state on the knee of the King, 
With a crown of red gold and a gold wedding ring. 



Herr Tune han var en bS viser man. 

Sir Tund was a wise man, and he gave his daughter's hand 
To a noble Knight who bore her away to his own land. 

On the fair mom of Sunday she stood a bride so gay, 
On the cold dawn of Monday in iron chains she lay. 

From her iron-latticed dungeon little Christel she peered out, 
And she sees Raven Eund flying mournfully about. 
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''And hear, O Raven Rund the boon I beg of thee, 

Wouldst thou fly from this dark place to my own land for meV* 

^<My young are in their neet, and their nest is in this wood, 
And how should I leave them withouten care or food)" 

^'Thy young ones, Raven Rund^ they shall lie upon my breast, 
And they shall feed aa heartily as if in their own nest.** 

Then away to the Ladye's land the Raven Rund flew. 
And she saw Sir Tund walking in the rose-avenue. 

<< And hear me, Sir Tundt, and hearken to my tale, 
Thy daughter is a prisoner — I heard.her sadly wail." 

<<Oh! welcome. Raven Rund^ dear Raven Rund mine. 
For thee I have already mixed the madder and the wine.** 

^< I have no wish, Sir Knight, to drink thy madder and thy wine, 
But rye-bread thou shalt give me for those young ones of mine." 

They giind rye with water, and they grind it with wind — 
<<Now take, O Raven Rund, what gratifies thy mind." 

Sir Tund, like a bold Knight^ then marches to the staU, 
And he looks from right to left on his mighty chargers alL 

He views well the brown and gray that stood beside the rack, 
But he places the gold saddle on his stout steed Blak. 

Sir Tund travels onward to the cruel ErFs door, 

Not a soul can he see standing the mighty gates before. 

But his dun steed Blak gave so terrible a neigh. 
That the great walls trembled with horror and dismay. 
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And big and Binall, and young and old, they all came out. 
And t^e proud Erl he wondered at sach a rabble rout. 

'' And hear me, O rich Erl, and give me answer straight — 
How fares my little Christelt Why comes she not in state!*' 

'< Little Ohristel, O Sir Tmid^ this day I have not seen. 

She hath lain locked in iron gyves and bonds since yestoneen.*' 

Sir Tune smote his hands, aod he went within the bower, 
And he shook off the chains from that fair trembling flower. 

And the dun steed Blak, with his left leg stamps, 
And dashes in ten thousand bits the horrid iron cramps. 

Now hear, thou haughty Erl, now hear me question thee, 

'' What IS it that thou hast to say f— What &ult to find with me!" 

'< And tell me what it was that I gave your &ther old t — 
A lightning-footdd horse, with a saddle of red gold." 

"And tell me what it was your mother had from me?" — 
"Two girdles of red gold, and a cap most &ir to see." 

" And tell me what it was that I to your brother gavel— 
A swift-keeled ship, with oars to cut the wave. 

"And tell me what it was that I to your sister sent? 
Two caskets of rich gold with rare embellishment. 

"Of the purest spun gold was the firat casket fttll. 

And the second it was heaped with the finest sheep's wool. 

"What fault have you to find thent or' what can you complaint 
That cruedly you gave me up to dungeon, gyve^ and chain." 
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'' This fault I find with thee," the proud Erl replied, 
"Thou wert not a maid when I had thee for my bride." 

"As God may shield me from suffering and woe, 
Unto thy bed I came a virgin pure as snow." 

Then the bold knight, Sir Tund, he swung his hat with might, 
And he wish'd the rich Erl many a pleasant night. 

And he placed Ids little Christel on the good steed Blak, 
And to her ancient home carried little Christel back. 
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Da stig nu ss vackeit till sadd och hast. 

Oh 1 come down quick from the saddle and steed, 
No noise let your spu^ of red gold make, 

And over the bridge young Hillerstrom speed I 
And let not the saddle-girth break. 

In summer time. 

And when to the Garden of Bosee he came^ 
Where often and often had wandered he^ 

The maiden's six brothers found Hillerstrom, 
And he must their prisoner be. 

"Good day, good day, young Hillerstrom, 
And where so early hast thou been?" 

''From the wild fordst where I hunted the game, 
I have come to this garden green." 
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'< Where is thy fidoon, and where is thj hoondl 
And where ihj game as thou dost pretend f — 

''As sure as I stand on this green gronnd, 
I have given them to a friend." 

HillerstrKJm draws out his gilded sword, 
That shone in the morning sun so red. 

And he smote the brothers down on the sward. 
The six lay cold and dead. 

Hillerstrdm mounts his steed of gray, 
And fleet and fleet as the archer's dart, 

To his Ladye's palace he rides away, 
"How &res it with thee, sweet-heart r 

"Hear what I tell to thee, Ladye bright, 

Lament not thou, nor sadly weep. 
Thy brothers six I have slain in fight, 

They lie in their mortal sleep." 

"My brothers six if thy hand hath slain. 
And if they lie in their mortal sleep, 

Sweet love, for thy aahe, shall I never complain, 
Lament nor sadly weep." 

In sunmm' time. 
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So die bluomen iiz dem grase dringent. 

When the flowers spring in beauty from meadow and lawn, 

As if they were greeting the lusty young Sun, 
And the wild summer birds Qf the forest so green, 
Sing sweetly and cheerfully in the May dawn, 

As through the blithe notes of their music they run; — 
When earth seems like Paradise, tell me what scene 
Of enchantment or beauty can match such a sight? 
Oh ! yes, there is one, more delicious and bright, 

More dear to my eyes, and more sparklingly fisdr, 
Which, the oftener I see it, wears some newer light, 

With whose magic no sunshine or rose can compare. 



* An old MinneBmger, who lived abont the middle of the thirteenth 
century ; — ^his name signifies Pascua Voluerum, In 1228 he became a 
Crusader, and fou^t bravely in the Holy Land. He was buried at 
Wurzburg, in the Cathedral, and over his tomb the following inscription 
was placed — 

Pfucua qui voluenim vhus Waltherejmsti, 
Quijha eloquU, qui Palladis 08 obii$H^ 
Ergo quod aureolam probiicts tua posset habere 
Qui legit, hie dicat ** Deua iatiue miserere" 
**In a manuscript chronicle, however," says UUand, *' is preserved a 
charming legend, of which the substance is as follows. Walther was 
bimed in the alley of the New Minster, that is called the Lorem^garten, 
beneath a tree. In his will he ordered that on his tomb-stone com and 
water should be placed to feed the birds ; and, as is still to be seen, he 
caused four holes to be made in the stone beneath which he is buried, 
for holding the daily food. Matilda, the mother of Otto I. (Pertz, Vol. 
V. 740,) ** non solum pauperibus verum etiam avibus victum subiQinis- 
trabat. ** Also in Vitd MaOtUdis, (Pertz. VoL VL 294,) ''nee etiam obUta 
est volucrum sstivo tempore in arboribus resonantium, priiecipiena mini- 
stris sub arbores proicere micas panis." In Norway it is still the custom 
to give com to the sparrows on Chiistmas Eve. 
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Let a noble young damsel, most beanteous and chaste, 

Dressed in elegant neatness, and stately in style, 

For pastime amid the gay landscape appear; 

Her form of perfection with majesty graced — 
As round her she looks, mark the light of her smile, 

like the sun shedding light o'er the stars of oar sphere — 

Oh ! wliat are the wonders or splendours of May, 

Its roses, its lilies, its sun-flashing ray; 

What charm do they own that could equal 0910 glance 
That fidls fixkm those eyes in so winiung a way 

As you see her amid her companions adyance? 

And now if the truth of mj words you would prove. 
To the beautiful realm of young May let us go— 
He is here— he is here, in his beautiful dress. 

Look on Mmy and otrtoomom, apparelled by love, 
And tell me which glows with the rosiest glow? 
Or can sunshine a tithe of her beauties expjress ? 

Oh ! would that kind Providence gave me my choice. 

How my soul would exult, how my heart would rejoice; 

The Sun should grow cold, or the stars leave the pole. 
Ere for May or his splendour I gave in my voice, 

Or deserted fair woman, the May of my souL 
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FROM THE DANISa 

ft^t f fraittom jipir. 

INGEMANN. 
SkjcBn Gmihild Btander paa Dekke. 

Fair Gunhild stands on the galley's deck, 

And looks on the calm black sea^ 
She sees where the pale moon miirors itself, 

'Mid the small stars tremulously. 

She sees both the moon and the starry lights. 

On the waves so sweetly smiley 
While the galley glides softly, like a snake, 

To Britain's distant isle. 

Thither long since in his dark-prowed ship, 

The little Maid's lore had sailed; 
Ah me 1 ah me! as she stood alonet, 

That day she wildly wailed. 

He promised letters of love to send^ 

And soon to come back again; 
But no letters of love did he ever send, 

Nor did &e come back again. 

Fair Ounhild — alas! she could not rest. 

Her heart beat wild with fright^ 
And she went from her fikthei^s and mother's house, 

All in the murky night* 
s 2 
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And the galle/s deck did she straight ascend, 

Her dear betrothed to find; 
Whether he lay in a £EUM)ff land, 

Or was rocked by sea and wind ! 

Fair Gnnluld was tossed about three days, 

All on the wild white wave, 
But on the third night o£moon and stars. 

The sea grew still as a grave. 

And the Maiden stood on the galley's deck. 
And looked on the calm black sea, 

And she saw the pale moon mirror itself, 
*Mid the small stars tremulously, s 

The crew wei^ lulled in their slumber calm, 

The helmsman bowed in sleep, 
While silently in her robes of white, 

The Maid looked over the deep. 

Then from the depths of the ocean rose 

A wild and shadowy ship. 
And slow and weird-like over the waves 

She saw the strange thing skip. 

The ghost-like sails were rent in twain. 
By the board the mast had gone ; 

She could not sail, but like a wreck 
She dreamily fioated on. 
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And all on board was still as death ; 

She moved without life or sign ; 
The crew were flickering human shapes. 

Like mists in the pale moonshine. 

Now struck the wreck the galley's side, 

But none could hear or see, 
But the Maid who saw from the lonely deck 

The stars shine tremulously. 

Then a whisper came : '^ O fair Gunhild ! 

Thy love thou fain would'st find ; 
He does Xi9t sleep in a foreign land, 

But is rocked by the sea and wind. 

/' Ai\d cold and' lone is his watery grave, 

Down in the deep sea laid ; 
And thus, alas ! must thine own One dwell. 

Apart fix>m his plighted Maid." 

" Full well did I know thy gentle voice, 

O thou in thy sea grave laid ! 
And, oh t no more shall mine own love dwell 

Apart from his plighted Maid.** 

*^ N(> — Gunhild, no, thou art yet too young. 

And thou must remain behind ; 
I will not weep, and I will not sigh, 

When pleasure gilds thy mind. 
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** Thou hBfl plighted to me thy vow and oath, 
I give thee back oath and tow ; — 

Now ainoe I am rocked in my ocean grave, 
Another love ohoose thoo." 

'^ I will be thy dear and fidthful wife, 

My oath I still must hold ; 
And is there not room for both of us, 

Dear love, in thy grave so coldf** 

^^ The wild wide sea for many hath room, 
But dark are its depths of woe ; 

When the bright sun shineth above in the sky. 
We slumber still below. 



" And only, alas ! in the midnight hour, 
When the cold pale moonbeams fleck 

The sea, can we rise fix>m our dreamy sleep. 
And float on our shadowy wreck/' 

" Let the bright sun shine above in the sky, 
m sleep in thy dear loved breast; 

And there^ forgetting the ills of life. 
Will I take my gentle rest 

'' Stretch forth thy hand, my own dear love. 

Thy plighted vixgin take ; 
And I will dwell in thine ocean grave 

With thee, for love's sweet sake. ^ 
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** And only, love, in the midnight hoar,. 

When the moon and star-beamfl fleck 
The waves, shall we rise fix>m our gentle sleep, 

And float on our shadowy wreck." 

Then she gave the Dead her lily-white hand — 

" Fair Gunhild be not shy ; 
Quick, quick, dear love, the morning breaks 

Aloft in the dappled sky.** 

The Maiden descended down on the wreck. 

It drifted away again ; 
And the galley's crew woke up in fear, 

The Dead Ship began to wain. 

Pale and cold stood the galley's crew. 

Gazing like maddened men ; 
They raised a prayer to God in heaven — 

The Dead Ship vanished then. 
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^'Sadl op min Ghmger t slib mit Svsrd.** 

^' Saddle straight my chaiger — ^whet well my sword, 

Go, boy, and fetch me my lance ; 
The saint's crown incites me against the Paynim hordi^ 

Through the blood-stream of fight to advance." 
Thus to his vassals'bold spake the fierce Wild Knight 
In his coat of black armour terribly bedight 
And he vaulted on his black steed proud. 
While his lance and his sword chinged loud. 
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After the Knight five men-at-arms rode, 

Clothed in their harness red, 
A stout red wfuvhorse each of them bestrode, 

They followed as the Wild Knight led. 
Shouts and loud hurraws of slaughter wide they sent, 
And away to the land of the Sarazin they went ; 
And they burned, they robbed, and they slew, 
All they met their wild path through. 

Onoe they fell in, all in the morning gray, 

With a wandering gladsome throng, 
Who peacefully from village to village held their way. 

With their herds, and pipes, and song. 
With shouts and loud hurraws of carnage rushed the Ejoight, 
With his stout men-at-arms he trampled them in fight ; 
And dismal were their shrieks in the air — 
" Oh ! spare us, O Christian, spare 1" 

There came to them a Man in armour like the snow, 

On a white steed rode he along ; 
With gentleness and goodness his mild eyes glow, 

And he prays for the wandering throng : 
" And, O Sir Knight, spare the weaponless this day — 
They are men — ^they are innocent ; oh spare, oh stay !" 
But the men-at-arms ruthlessly slew, 
And away the White Man flew. 

" Cut them down," cries the Knight, " with battle-axe 
and sword. 

To Hell*s hot flames let them go ; 
They do not believe in Christ, our blessdd Lord ; 

Let the blood of the Heathen flow !" 
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Terribly their swords desoended stroke on stroke, 

With death groans and wild shouts the forest echoes woke 

And they went on their way covered o'er 

With battle-dust and hot red gore. 

A silk-clothed and fiery-eyed fierce Turkish band. 

Dashed at them now with a yell, 
And dreadful was the rattle of brand on brand, 

And the dead on the dead they fell. 
But the Mussulmen they drooped, the Mussulmen gave way, 
Wearied and terrified in such a bloody fray. 

And the Wild Knight he lay on the ground, 
Wounded and senseless, in a swound. 

Wounded and senseless the Wild Knight he lay, 

So heavily his black armour weighed, 
Till at length, at the last parting blushes of the day, 

There came to him a Turkish Maid. 
" O, wicked Christian man, thy wounds fiist bleed, 
And yet I cannot hate thee, pining in thy need ; 

May thy God all thy crimes forgive ! 

But / will assist thee to live." 

Gently, then, and tenderly the Wild Knight she raised, 

And she bound up his wounds with care ; 
But while she thus tended him the Wild Kmght gazed 

On the Maiden mild and fidr. 
And his hot blood burned in his breast and veins. 
And rudely to his breast he the young Maid strains ; 
She fell at his feet in despair : 
" Oh, spare me, O Christian spare ! " 
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Then again came the Man in armour like the snow, 

On his white steed riding along, — 
^' Be not ungrateful, and work not woe, 

And do to the Maid no wrong ; 
If innocency's prayer thy heart will not hear, 
Yengeanoe, and red vengeance, expect and fear ! — '' 
But the Wild Knight murmured and swore. 
And the White Man vanished as before. 

^' Hence, pious prater \" was the Wild Knight's word^ 

" Is she not a Heathen slave f 
She disbelieves in Christ, our own bless^ Lord, 

Who died our souls to save." 
And the Maiden she struggled in his hot grasp there, — 
" O, warrior of the Cross ! — oh, spare — oh, spare 1" 
But she sank like a blightdd flower, 
And her innocence &ded in that hour. 

And onward still with clamours and hunaws they bent, 

The Knight and his warriors too : 
East and west, north and south, wherever they went, 

They pillaged, and they burned, and they slew. 
Brightly shone the clear moon out through the dusk. 
When these wandering marauders they came to a mosque, 
Where children and old men gray 
Kndt reverently down to pray. 

" Cut them down," cries the Eoiight, '< with battle-axe 
and sword ; 

To Hell's hot flames let them go ; 
They believe not in Christ, our own blessdd Lord ; 

Let the blood of the Heathen flow ]" 
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Terribly their swords smote the weak trembling group ; — 
But ha 1 what strange terror seizes on the troop ? 
Their swords &11 down from their hands, 
And quenched are the fla-mi-ng brands. 

No longer o'er the scene shone the moonbeams mild, 

But the sky became fieiy red; 
In vain and in vain shouts the Knight half wild, — 

The words on his lips are dead. 
And the Man with the armour that glittered like the snow 
Is here like the thunderbolt — ^his fierce eyes show 
The anger and «^^M^^^ in of his soul, 
And flames of fire around him roll. 

'' A third time I encounter thee, a third time we meet, 

But I come not to warn thee again ; 
Thou hast trampled upon innocence beneath thy feet, 

Thou prayest to God o'er heaps of slain. 
Unnatural and base, thy cruel deeds are done, 
Thy doom it is pronounced by God's holy Son. 
And Ma is the hour of thy doom, 
The next shall enwrap thee in gloom." 

Then speedily with shouts, and clamours of hurrah ! 

The Pale Spirits of Darkness came ; 
In vain the Wild Knight and his yassals, in dismay, 

Fled from their grasp of flama 
The White Man changed to a Demon black as night ; 
Terribly he flashed on the Doomed One's sight : 
His heart from his frame he tore, 
And rent it — I saw no more. 
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BT 8TAFFELD. 
*' En Bidder over Heden red," 

The young Knight over the heather he rode ; 

" Oh ! whither and whither dost thou go 1" 
« I shall be off— and I will be off, 

And I vow that I will come back no moe." 

" Oh ! stay, dear We, oh ! tany awhile. 
And draw o'er thy steed thy gold reins tight ; 

Oh ! love remember the vows you sware, 
They were heard in yonder heaven of light." 

" Ha, ha, my words were but idle talk, 

How could*st thou, chUd, in such tales confide? 

And over the land, and over the sea, 

The winds have borne them wild and wide.'* 

'< No, Edward, no, and it is not so, 
The promise you gave to the trusting Maid, 

The heart's-word must be kept by thee. 

Though thou in thy oold black grave wert laid. 

" Oh ! Edward, Edward, and is it thou, 
Who taught me to hold thee so truly dear t 

Who sweetly and tenderly whispered me oft, 
And still art shrined in my bosom here. 

« And didst thou not with the breath of love. 
Warm as the sun in a bright May day. 

Make the young rose of my heart grow strong, 
Till thy false mind stole its flower away. 
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'^ With loving force, and with soothing wiles, 

Beneath the shade of the elder tree, 
I heard thy vows — ^I heard and believed — 

And wilt thon, love, look cold on me ? 

^' I was so timid, and weak, and young. 

With smiles of love, and with tears of pain, 

I fdumbered on in a dream of bliss, 
Ah ! gentle dream, wert thou here again ! 

'' Ah ! Edward, the fruits and flowers of spring 
Went and came, but no joy they brought, 

My bosom it rose so heavy and strange. 

Oh ! why with woe was my heart so fraught ? 

" Cast now thy deceived young Maiden away, 
And ride to the war like a bold young chief; 

Thy loved one shall die in the world's cold mock, 
And thine innocent child be the heir of grief. 

'' Go hence, go hence, yet never shalt thou 

Be wholly out of thy Maiden's heart, 
Thy self is divided, dear love, in two, 

And in my bosom there lieth a part.'' 

The Knight looked down from his gallant steed — 
And, oh ! how bright did the Maid appear ; 

Again he looked frx)m his gallant steed, 
The Maid was drooping with woe and fear. 
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Then quick from the saddle Knight Edward leapt, 
And he gave his hand to the damsel bright, 

And song, and music, and rosy smiles, 

Were round them both on their bridal night.* 



'^DefcwarRidderAAg^" 

It was the Knight, Sir Aagd, — 

Down the fiedr green isle rode he ; 
He wooed Maiden Elsebilld, 

And &ir as gentle May was she. 

He wooed Maiden Elsebill^ 
All with jewels, smiles, and gold : 

And on the Monday following 

The Knight lay dead in the deep black mould. 

It was Maiden Elsebilld — 

Oh 1 she drooped both night and day ; 
And Knight Sir Aagd heard her cry. 

As in the black mould dead he lay. 

Uprose Eoiight Sir Aagd, 

His coffin upon his back took he ; 
So drew he nigh to her lonely bower, 

Toiling much and sorrowingly. 

* See the beautiful old EngUali ballad,*— 

" Childe Waters in hie stable stoode, 
An d stroakt hys milke-white steede. " 
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He knocked at the door with the coffin-lid, 
Gently, softly knocked the Knight ; — 

*^ Now stand up, Maiden Elsd, 
Let me in, thou ladye bright" 

Then answered Maiden Els^ — 

'' Sooth) 111 not unlatch my door, 
Until you name the name of Jesus, 

Just as you could do before." 

" Now stand up, fair Elsebilld, 

Now unbar thy bower's door ; 
I can name the name of Jesus, 
Just as I could do before." 

Up then stood proud Elsebill^ 

Tears upon her cheeks red flower, 
Up she rose^ and let the Deadman 

Into her lonely bower. 

Then she took a comb all golden, 

And she combed his lorely hair ; 
For every hair the Maiden combed, 

A tear she shed of daxk despair. 

" Hear me now, dear Bidder AagI, 

Dearest, truest sweetheart mine, 
How is it in the black earth. 

In that lonely grave of thine f ' 
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" Whensoever thy heart rejoices, 
When thj spirit's glad and light, 

Then is my cold and gloomy coffin 
Filled with rose-leayes bright. 

" Whensoe'er thy spirit grieveth, 
And thy heart, sweet love, is sore, 

Then is my cold and gloomy coffin 
Filled with dotted gore. 

" Even now the red cock croweth ; 

See the streaks of morning gcay, — 
To their graves must all the Spirits, 

And I must with them away. 

" Now, oh now, the black cock croweth, 
Hark ! his call I must obey ; 

Now the Grates of Heaven are open, 
And I must away." 

Uprose Knight Sir Aagd, 

His coffin Upon his back took he ; 

And to the Churchyard straight he went. 
Toiling much and sorrowingly. 

This did Maiden Elsebilld, 

Sad in heart, in spirit sore ; 
She followed her sweetheart's footsteps, 
In the twilight dim and hoar. 
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When she passed the lone wood| 

Into the Churchyard old and gray, 
Then Bidder Aagd's gold-bright hair 

'Gran to fade away. 

When she passed the Churchyard, 

Into the Church's porch so gray, 
Then Kidder Aagd's rose-bright cheeks 

'Gan to fitde away. 

" Now hear, proud Elsebill^ 

Dearest sweetheart mine, 
Never more for thy plighted man 

Let thy soul repine. 

'^ Look up to the golden heavens, 

And the fieiy stars of light. 
Look up, and say, sweet Elsd, 

How goes the night." 

She looked to the golden heavens, 

The green stars brightly shone ; 
Into the earth the Deadman sank ; 

She looked — and he was gone ! 

Home went Maiden Elsd, 

Sorrowfiil was she that day ; 
And on the Monday following. 

She slept in the cold black clay. 
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FROM THE SPAKISH. 

6ABCILAS80 Dfi LA. YflQA. 
«* Si de mi buca Lin." 

Had I the lyre whose silveiy soimdf 

To music waked, oould chaiu the rage 
Of tempests girt with thunder ronndf 

Or the wild ooean-wave assuage ; 
Whose breathy like that sweet, olden lute^ 

So sofUy coursed the woods along. 
That stone, and tree, and savage l>rutey 

Danced to its witchery of song ; 
Think not, O sparkling Flower of Guide, 

That gentle lyre should wake the hymns 
Of Mars, with dust and bloodshed dyed, 

Of headless trunk, and lopped-off limbs ; 
Of warriors, fiery-eyed and brave, 

Or the rude German, by whose might 
The Frank first learned to act the slavey 

And save his life by coward fiight. 
J^o—thoUf my girl, shouldst be my theme ; 

Thy beauties, on each sounding string 
In music — ^like some charming dream. 

Thine or an angel's — aye should ring. 
A discord struck at times might speak 

Thy pretty poutings — ^but the chords 
Should hymn the brightness of thy cheek, 

Thine eyes, more eloquent than word% 



TO THB PLOWER OV ONIDE. 409 

Thy statne-shape, the grace that plays 

Through all thy movements — and my heart 
Smit like a violet, when the rays 

Of Summer round its blue buds dart. 
Yes — I would sing, how by thy power, 

A bondaged slave I'm doomed to be, 
Because in some unlucky hour 

I gazed on beauty — ^gazed on thee. 
And how since then I tug the oar 

In her sad bark, by Yenus chained, 
No nearer to th' enchanting shore. 

But still repelled — still, still disdained. 
No more, through thee, I wheel the steed 

Along the plain^ with curb of gold ; 
No more I urge his Hghtning speed 

With biting spur and reins unroUed. 
Through thee no more the sword I wield. 

Its glittering edge is dulled by rust, 
Nor wrestle proudly on the field. 

Stained with the combat's noble dust. 
Through thee no more my once-loved Muse 

Delights my soul, inspires my mind. 
The amorous lyre alone I choose, 

Whose softness, like some warbling wind, 
Dissolves my soul in bUss away, 

And wakens only pleasing sighs : 
Thus pass my hours, once bright and gay, 

When absent firom thy heaven-blue eyes. 
Through thee, my Mend who loved me well. 

Importunate and harsh has grown — 
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There was a time when to my cell, 

A3 to some port^ that friend has flown. 
To poar his secrets in my ear, 

To make his joys and sorrows mine — 
Such were we once — alas I I fear 

Through, thee 1'vb burst that bond divine. 
He shuns my face, he hates my sight. 

As hates the trayeller the asp^ 
Whereat he gazed in rage and fright, 

Ere strangled in his brawny grasp. 
From the hard earth thou wert not bom. 

The snow was not thy heardess sire — 
Why then should aught so £ur haye scorn ) 

Should aught so fair give way to ire f 
Tremble when thinking of that maid. 

Fair Anaxaretd of old, 
Who for her scorn, by heaven repaid. 

Was turned to marble hard and cold ; 
From her rough breast soft pily fled. 

Till from her lattice she deeciied 
Iphis, her lover, cold and dead — 

A melancholy suicide ; 
Hanged by the neck, but beauteous still, 

The fatal rope had eased his pain. 
But given eternity of ill 

For some few moments of disdain. 
'Twas then her breast to softness turned, 

Felt Cupid's flames — ^but, ah, too late ; 
'Twas then she cursed the heart that spumed. 

And moaned and raged, accusing Fate. 
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Alas 1 what boots repentance now, 

The shaft is shot^ the boy's no more t 
X Thus thought she, as with haggard brow 

Her raven locks she wildly tore, 
And gaied, and hardened into stone — 

Through every vein, through every limb, 
An icy chillness, all unknown. 

Shoots with electric force, till dim 
Her bright eyes grow, and fixed her handSf 

Her rosy blood foigets to flow, 
Her fillets became marble bands, 

Her cheek put off its purple glow» 
like some fine sculpture thus she stood> 

And Salamis, with wondering eyes, 
Vowed that a maid of heart so rude. 

Deserved the vengeance of the skiesi 
And less the miracle admired/ 

Than the dread punishment that fell 
On her who once each bosom fired, 

But loved not him who loved so well. 
Be warned then, Ladye fair, in time, 

Lest NemesLs become thy foe ; 
Let golden harp and splendid rhyme 

The glories of thy beauty show. 
And bless the bard who now awakes 

The lute, to sing thy rosy bloom, 
Ere Vengeance her red right-arm shakefl^ 

And whelms thee fiercely to the tombi 
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« Era iin Ladron malo que tdbb querie furtar." 

There was a wicked pickpocket of old, as stories tell, 

Who better loved to rob and filch, and walk the ways of hell, 

Than hear the church, or go to nuuss when rang the Sunday 

bell;— 
Now you shall hear, my brethren, what this pickpocket befeL 



If he had other vices, as 'tis very like he had. 
They're not recorded of him — so we will not be so bad 
Ab to condemn him for them ; — ^that he was a sinner sad 
Is sure ; — may God — ^in whom we all believe — forgive the lad. 

In the height of all his heinous crimes, he had one wholesome trick, 
Which finally preserved him from the clutches of Old Nick ; 
In the sweet and blessed Virgin hebelieved through thin and thick, 
And at her majesty's altar, for hours on hours he'd stick. 

He said his Ave Mary in a way the most discreet ; 

He knelt down in the kennels to her image in the street ; 

He said his Ave Mary, and indeed it was a treat 

To hear this thief so reverently the holy words repeat. 

But he who walks in evil ways, in evil ways will fidl : 
Our thief was caught one moonlight night making a glorious haul, 
And tried, and sentenced to be hanged — alas! alasl not all 
The counsellors in Spain could save him, loud as they can bawl 
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He was taken to the gallows, and a handkerchief was tied 
Across his eyes — ^poor fellow ! you may gaess how much he cried ; 
But little cared the hangman, how he snivelled or he sighed, 
He strung him up, and turned him off, to take his acorn ride* 

This hapless holy thief was thus suspended high in air — 

" He's dead — ^he's dead !" exclaimed the crowd, and then they 

said a prayer ; 
Oh ! had they known what soon they knew, Fm certain they 

would ne'er 
Have done unto this gentleman what they were doing there. 

The glorious Mother — she who watches o'er us night and day, 
And fix)m her chosen servants never turns her eyes away. 
Who guards them with unerring love, offend her. as they may — 
Eesolved this thief should ne'er become Old Nicholas's prey. 

She gratefully remembered all the worship he had paid, 
And all the genuflections in the mud that he had made ; 
Her blessdd hands beneath his feet she carefully conveyed ; 
The thief swung on, but felt no pain, andsungout, " Who*s afraid f 

At the end of the third day, unto the gloomy gibbet came 
His friends and relatives in tears, arbawUng out his name ; 
They thought him dead, and doubtless, too, the hangman thought 

the same. 
But their conclusions, it would seem, were wonderfully lame. 



* "7\> ride a horx fooled of an acorn" is a faahionable periphrasis for 
being hanged. 
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They found him gay and merry, although hanging by a chain; 
He said and swore he had not felt a single moment's pain ; 
The Yiigin's hands did all this time the rascal's feet sustain, 
He laughed and sneered, ** Is this the way," says he, ''they hang 
. in Spain r 

''111 hang here for a twelyemonth, friends and gentlemen," 

cries he^ 
" And feel no pain or bother from the rope, as you shall sea" 
When they heard this, they swore the hangman should not get 

his fee; 
" He did not tie the rope," said they ; "beheaded you shall ba" 

The mob at onoe determined that our thief should lose his head: 
« Bring up the sharpest aze^" bawled one— another quickly said, 
''No— not an axe I by this alone are noblemen struck dead ; 
They'll feel affironted; better get a good stout scythe instead.'* 

So all these youths resolved to do his business with a scythe, 
But Holy Mary was as firm as priests to get their tithe, 
That underneath its biting edge this thief should never writhe; 
Between his neck and it she placed her fingers long and lithe. 

But when these wicked youths found out they oould not hurt 

the thief. 
And that the glorious Virgin was his guardian angel chiet, 
They changed their minds, and let him live to turn a newer leaf| 
And tty and make his peaoe with Ood, and for his crimes feel griet 

They left him there in peace, to go where'er his fency pleased, 
And night and day, from that time out, he so the Yiigin teased 
With prayers and sighs and craw-thumping, at length he God 

appeased, 
And when this young man died at last — she felt extremely eased. 
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^mAlxiSO ht Is WtstL 

" IJnA parte guards de tos cabellos." 

my lost love, Eliza ! stiU I hold 

One dear, dear ringlet of thy raven hair. 
Twined up in silk with care-— alas 1 with care. 

1 wear it near my heart, hut when unrolled 
It lies hefore me, hig tears of despair, 

Wild mournful melancholy, fill my eyes. 
O'er the lored tress my inmost spirit sighs, 
Weak as an infant^ and I muse in sadness, 
The victim of a lonely solitary madness. 

my lost love, Eliza 1 see me weep— 
Behold me wildly kiss this cherished tress, 
Tom from thy locks of raven loveliness. 

In tears of hlood the relic still I steep — 
Still to my lips thy dear, dear hair I press. 

1 fold it as a love-knot, and I hind 

It round my neck, dear love ! This lulls my mind ; 

I taste a short foi^tfulness of sorrow. 

But wake to keener anguish on the monow. 



% iptn in Jfuist at "JUksui Skrn. 

" Quiero seguir )k ti, flor de las flores.* 
I follow thee, sweet Flower of Flowers, 
And sing thy praises all my hours ; 
Best of the Best ! Oh ! grant me still 
To serve thee in thy heavenly howers. 
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Ladje, in Uiee my trust I place, 
From thee my soul seeks hope and grace ; 
Oh ! gently smile, and from my heart 
The gloomy stain of sin erase. 

O Holy Virgin ! grant thine aid, 

My soul is sick and sore afraid. 

Bowed down with sin, it kneels and weeps. 

Oh ! mercy I mercy ! heavenly Maid. 

Star of the Sea I my soul still guide, 
0*er pain's, and griefs, and sorrow's tide^ 
Till safe from storm and wreck it sleeps. 
Harbour of Brightness, by thy side. 

Unfailing mercy, love divine. 
These my soul seeks, and these are thine, 
While in thine aid I hope and trust. 
Nor woe, nor fear shall e'er be mine. 

Sorrows and wrongs my heart enslave^ 
My thoughts are shadowed by the grave ; 
Harbour of Brightness I guide me, guide — 
My soul from Death and Satan save. 



417 
l^ojit it W^txda^K* 

" Moza tan fennosa." 

I ne'er on the frontier, 

Saw nymph like sweet Rosa, 
The pretty milk maiden 

Of green Finojosa. 
It happed on my way 

To the shrine of St. Maiy 
Of Calataveno, 

I grew stiff and weary ; 
And entering a valley 

For rest, I saw Bosa 
The pretty milk maiden 

Of green Finojosa. 

In a flower-prankt lawn, 

Amidst other fair girls, 
Her cows she sat milking 

With fingers like pearls. 
I could scarcely believe 

As I gazed on this Bosa, 
She was but a milk maiden 

Of wild Finojosa. 

Than brightest spring roses 
My darling is fidrer ; 

I know not to what 
I could meetly compare her : 
T 2 
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Had I dreamed of the beaaty 
That oharmB in this Boea, 

The pretty milk maiden 
OfloneFinojoaay 

I would never have dared 

Through that yallej to aaunter, 
Or encounter the spells 

Of that lovely enchanter. 
Here ends my long canto-— 

So pledge me sweet Rosa, 
The pretty milk maiden 

Of green Finqjosa. 



FROM THE MAGYAR, 

«<Wsebiidmhtfg^tlka.' 
Under a forest tree, two lovers 

Once for shelter fled ; 
Falls a great branch, thnnder-rifbed- 

Lo ! the twain are dead. 

Happier thns to die together 
Than that one should still 

live to lament the dear departed 
Through long years of ill 
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%\it CllChorjOr. 
'' WsMm poU dubeo sfcoid." 
An oak-tree Btands on the grassy plain. 
In its bougha I hear the cackoo sing ; 
And this is thQ plaint of his golden strain — 
'* Alas I why have we not always Spring t'' 

Would com grow ripe in the fruitful field 

If Spring remained through the live-long year f 

Would our orchards their red ripe apples yield 
If rosy Summer were always here 1 

Would the frost freeze up the weUnstacked wheat 
If Autumn remained for ever and aye ) 

And what wonld become of the maiden sweet, 
If the seasons rolled not still away 1 



Cfrt §t$txttlf. 
" Ach wy leal tmavi lesi" 

O ye forests I — ^lonely forests, 

Forests dark of Miletine ; 
Oh 1 how can ye thus in winter 

And in summer gladly shine f 
Oh 1 that I could cease my sorrow. 

Or my tears would cease to flow ; — 
Tell me, friends, in sweet compassion, 

How to cure my anxious woe 1 
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Father mine, where are thou lying f 
In the grave, alas I thoa'rt laid. 

Mother mine, where hast thou wandered 1 — 
Thou art buried in the shade. 

Brother? — Sister I have neither, 
And my love is captive made. 



Cb^t Sieattttfnl %xumstiiXtL 

FALUDO. 

« Uri nemzet' eredete, der^k, jelee, m6g tennete." 
She is of a noble line, like a gem I've seen her shine ; 
Young and beautiful and bright, all that can the heart delist ; 
What care I how fidr she be f 
She is £atlse, and £atlse to me. 

like black damsons are her eyes, or the stars that gild the skies ; 
Fi'agrantlipsandheavenly smiles, graceful gestures^ witching wiles; 

What care I how &ir she be f 

She is false, and false to me. 

See her alabaster breast, see her lips like roses prest ; 

Snowy shoulders, marble chin, winks that tempt one into sin ; 

What care I how fidr she be f 

She is fJBJse, and false to me. 

Whether &iX or near, she's fiur, any time, and anywhere ; 
Drest or undrest, night or day, still she shines like sunny May ; 

What care I how fair she be S 

She is fJBJse, and false to me. 
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Wit and wisdom, music sweet, in this graceful creature meet ; 
Smiles and eloquence c^^^d mirth, from her lips and eyeshave birth; 

What care I how fair she be 9 

She is Maey and false to me. 

Findus high I've seen, but there heard not songs so rich and rare, 
As the songs this angel sings — ^angel wanting only wings. 

What care I how fair she be 1 

She is fidse, and fidse to me. 



" Vieie vietrlcek." 

A light breeze is blowing — 
From forests of kings it blows ; 
A Maiden is going 
Where the silver river flows. 

In a well-bound bucket 

She draws up the waters sweet — 

And the stream wafis a beautiful wreath 

To the beautiful Maiden's feet. 

Oh 1 could I but know, 

Thou wreath of shining flowers, 

Who planted thee first 

In thy lone and far-off bowers, 
I vow by my faith I'd fold 
Bound his finger a ring of gold. 
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'< And could I bat know, 
Thou wreath of shining Aow^jtb, 
Who bound thee about 
With this silken band so fisdi^ 
By my &ith I'd give him the pin 
That ties up my floating hair. 

" And could I but know. 
Thou wreath of shining flowers, 
Who flung thee into the waters, 
Away from thine own dear bowers, 
I'd giye him the garland that dresses 
My long wind-wandering tresses." 

An elegant nosegay, 

Violets and roses entwined — 

And the £ur Maid stretched forth her hand, 

That shone like a starry beam, 

A^^^ \ and al fl ^ ! 

She fell in the smiling stream. 



" Pleie dieva konopie." 
A gentle Maid is weeding hemp 

In her master^s fields ; she cries ; 
And a singing lark inquires. 

Why the tears are in her eyes f 
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<< Little- Idndly^hearted lark, 

Well may I weep all the day. 
They bave borne my own dear love 

To the mountain tower awaj. 

<' Had I but a pen, Fd write 

For my love a letter fidr, 
Thouy dear little kindly lark, 

On thy wings the note wouldst bear 

<' But I have not ink nor pen, 

Note of love I cannot send ; 
Little lark, fly, sing and tell 

All I suffer to my friend." 



FROM THE ITAUAN. 

••OpewjatopI deU'onda." 

O fisher I o*er the waters glide, 
Bring here thy bark of lightness, 

Come search the deep and azure tide 
That sleeps in the moon's brightness. 

What shall I seek within its waves f— 
A ring of radiant splendour 

IVe lost, but soon those coral oaves 
The jewel back shall render. 
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A thousand crowns of shining gold, 
Tonng fisherman. 111 send tiiee, 

When once again mj ring I hold, 
If haply Fate befriend me. 

A thousand crowns I will not take, 

lady ! robed in beauty ; 

To search the deep for thy &ir sake, 

1 hold it is my duly. 

But if, perchance, thou wilt persist. 
And payment be thy pleasure, 

I'd rather by thy lips be kist. 
Than all thy golden treasure. 



"Unaluoertoletta." 

A weak little lizard 

One day with a squeal. 
To a Crocodile said, — 

'<How delights I feel, 
To see in my old age, 

In this very land, 
One of my little children, 

So mighty and grand. 
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Of miles Tve passed over 

A thousandy to see 
Such a noble descendant^ 

Who so honours me. 
Though we creep through the grass, 

And the chinks in the earth, 
Tet our true ancient blood, 

Shows us of the same birth." 
The mighty king Crocodile 

Heavily snored, 
And of all these fine compliments 

Heard not a word, 
But when they were over, 

He opened his eyes, 
"Pray, worm, what's the meaning?" — 

The lizard replies; 
That is, would have made answer, 

But ere he could say 
One word — was king Crocodile 

Snoring away. 



''DicoalMnse: dite." 

Said I to the Muses. "Te sisters declare 
What beautiful Image resembles my fair t" — 
With purple-bright smilings and laughing blue eyes 
The Lady Thalia, for all, thus replies. 
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''We think that your imstress reaembles the Dawn 
In chariot of gold bj her crimson steeda drawn; 
We think, too, at times that she shines like the noon 
Of a Bmishiny day in the flowerHireaBed June. 

''Moreover we think that her eyes have a fire 
like Hesper the brightest of all the bii^t dioir** — 
"Pooh, pooh!" said I, "Ladies, you mock me indeed— 
^(0r.charma all your stan and your sunshine exceed.'* 

Then I asked of young Gupid some likeness to name; 
At once at my bidding the little god came; 
He thought, and he thought for a long summor's day 
But failed, and at last in chagrin flew away. 



"Cento yezsou pargoletti Amori." 

As a troop of young Cupids in gambol and play 
Ban about through the roses one morning in May ; 
One winged little urchin called out, "Let us go — 
There are roses more charming than these that I know/' 

All the Cupids demanded at once, when and where 
Grew flowers more lovely than those that grew theref 
"Come along," quoth the urchin, "with me^ and FU show 
You the garden of beauty wherein they do grow.** 
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To my own pretty Maiy he brought the bright choir, 
And he showed them her eyes, those sweet wells of desirei 
When, like bees round the roses in summer's sweet glow, 
These wicked Loycs tripped through her charms to and fro. 

On her ringleta one hung, on her sweet lips one played, 
Three or four danced about on the cheeks of the maid, 
Round her mouth dustered dozens, like pearls in a row, 
And on either arched eyebrow sat one with a bow. 

In her beautiful eyes, too, beneath the white lid, 
Two Cupids with torches of lustre lay hid; 
But so thronged washer neok, that seemed shining like snow. 
One Oupid was hurled by the crowd down below. 

He fell into her bosom, and there took his rest, 

Than all his companions more joyous and blest. 

''Can one of you," cries he, ''a sweeter spot show 

Than this breast, which the Oracee with witcheries strowf ' 



6iamlmttt8t9 %Kjnil 

**Qiiaad io men to' veno 1' Aicrea montagna." 

When to the fair Ascrsaan heights I climb, 
Glory, like some bright star, walks by my side, 
My heart she cheers, my feet she stoops to guide, 

Onward with fiM, she cries with yoice sublime; 

0*er the inhospitable hills we wend, 
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When at my left foul Envy grimly stands 
With pale envenomed lips and blood-stained hands, 
And says, / too shall on thy coursa attend. 
What shall I dol If back my steps I trace 

Foul Envy leaves me, and I walk alone, 

For stai^like Glory too, alas! is flown— » 
Onward with both, and with unflagging zeal, 
111 seek the loftiest heights till Glory grace 
My brows, and Envy writhe, and still with torture groan. 



filiaia. . 

"Dov* e Italia, il tuo braocio e a che ti servi" 

Where is thine arm, Italia? Why dost thou 
Beg aid from others? Both I deem thy foes, 
Who dare defend thee, or who dare oppose ; — 

Both were thy bondmen once, though hostile now. 

Where is thine honour 1 Where the grand remains 
Of thine overspreading empire ? Where the might 
That once was thine 1 The faith that thou didst plight 

To ancient Glory on the embattled pkins % 

Away — ^repudiate olden Valour, Fame ; — 
Sink to disgraceful sleep, and tamely lie 
Mid groans, and scorn, and blood. Sleep on, and die,J 

Thou vile adulteress, for the avenging knife 

Shall find thee naked, with thy minion by. 
And rob thee of thy shame, at once, and life. 
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"SpesBO mi toma a mente, anzi giammaL*' 

How oft my memory gladly ponders o'er 

Those old, old days of passionate first loye ; 
The place, the time, the dress my mistress wore, 

When, smiling, like a seraph from above, 
She won me first ! Thou, Cupid, thou can'st tell 

How she then looked ; for never from her side 
Hast thou departed ! With what gentle grace 
All paradise seemed opening in her face 1 

As down some snowy mountain's summit wide 
A flood of sunshine falls, her tresses fell 

Over her robes of white^— dream all the rest ; 

I cannot hymn what passes in my breast. 
It must be day where such a sun doth bide, 

And heaven the place by her sweet presence blest ! 



" Chi non ha viBto ancor il gentil viBO." 
On thy sweet face who ne'er hath fixed his gaze, — 
Sweet &ce I outshining sunlight's loveliest beams, 
Brighter than aught that mortal fancy dreams^ 
Glowing with heavenly, not mere earthly blaze ;— 
Who ne'er hath seen the garden of thy smile, 
Roses and lilies blent in living wreath, 
Or heard the music-words thy red lips breathe 
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like angel anthema ; feeling all the while 
The magic of thj glance^ that like quick fires 
Shot down from heaven, with lore his sotd inspires ;— 
He who ne'er saw the slow, the soft, yet wild 
Luxuriant languor of thy fawn-like eyes, 
Knows not — ^he cannot know — ^the power that lies 
In Beauty, or in Love, the quiver-bearing child. 



fartni 

'* SoBno placido dw oon liev onne.'' 

O sweet, O placid Sleep, who lightly stealest, 

With wings of silence through the mirk midnight, 
Who to the slumberei^s gladdened eyes revealest 

Thy phantom-peopled visions of delight, 
Go — where my beauteous Phillida is sleeping ; 

Best on her pillow, and mine image painty 
As one who, for her cruel slights, lies weeping, 

Death-like my features and my footsteps &int 
So may she pity^ when in tears she'll waken, 

And love me with a love as true as mine. 
Do this — ^and two fair poppies shall be taken 

From yonder field to grace thy silent shrine. 



LOBiafZO DB KEI>ICI. 431 

" GrazioBO mio dono, e caro pegno." 

Beauteous and graceful pledge of lore — sweet gift 

Woven by those fair hands, whose aid alone 
Can cure the wounds they gare, and thus uplift 
My soul to heavenly joys, and so sustain 
My vital being ; — ^love-gift prized, and dear. 

Why to my arms hath not thy mistress flown, 
To cheer my spirit, and to ease my pain f 
The snowy hand that worked thee, why not here 1 
Where are the glowing fancies of the maid 
That in thy woven meshes seem portrayed ? 
Sooner shall life be quenched within my heart 

Than thou from me, belovdd braid, be torn ; 

A thousand kisses fond at night and mom 
111 print upon thy threads — ^we ne'er shall part 



%oxtxtp it Sieiici. 

" Laeso a me quando io son IK dove sia." 

Ah me ! whene'er I see that angel face 
And soft bright smile, my wild and panting blood 
Flies to my heart in one absorbing flood ; 
Pale grow my cheeks ; yet when I mark the grace 
That shines about her, I revive once more — 
My soul r^;ains the strength it lost before. 



432 TRAiraLAHONB. 

Love, who sits veiled in her enchanting eyes. 
Still cheers me hy his sweet seductive arts ; 
By those bright eyes^ he swears, fix>m which my darts 
Draw all the force that in their bright barbs lies, 
I shall be always with thee ; rest secure, 
The beauteoiis maid shall yet be thine — ^be sure. 
Words of deceit 1 and yet my credulous mind 
Believed it all, and up to Love my heart resigneid. 



Suanax0tst it Prnttmspix. 

" Non mai piil bella hioe, o piii bel Sole." 
The golden looks of day, the sun's bright beams, 

Shed not so sweet a light as her fiiir eyes, 
The violets wild that spring by ciystal streams, 

In glens, are far less fragrant than her sighs ; 
The laughing May, when all her flowers are blown, 

Boasts not a rose so beautiful as she j 
The voice of song, or music's sweetest tone, 

Sound not so sofUy as her words to me ; 
From her £edr £ace, love, like a gentle shower, 

Falls on my deeply-wounded heart and soul ; 
While in her bright eyes Cupid hath his bower, 

And holds me still beneath his firm control : 
My passioned heart within my fainting frame 
Is burned to embers by his piercing flame. 
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'* lo vidi quel bel viso impaUidire. ^ 

I saw her shining face grow pale as snow, 

When we two parted, and a sorrowing cloud 

Grew o'er her cheeks, aa when thick mists enshroud 

The saf&on Dawn, or Evening's golden glow. 

I saw the roseate beauties of her cheek 

Melt into lilies, and the big tears start 
From her sweet violet eyes, whereat my heart 

Such transports felt, as never tongue could speak ; 

Sweet words, sweet tears, that soothed my saddest woe, 
And gave a wild sweet charm to melancholy ; 

'Twas Love stood by thee weeping — Love made flow 
Those tears of passionate fondness pure and holy. 

Though dark my fate, those tears can charm me still, 

And chase from memory's page each sombre trace of ill. 



''Bapido fiiime che d' alpestra vena.'' 
Wild rapid stream, that rushest down the mountains. 
Tearing amid their rocks thy winding course. 
Whirling along as if with tempest force. 
To the dear spot where Love is guiding mej 
As Nature thecy from thine eternal fountains. 
Onward, bright river, like a war-horse free 

From .chain or bridle ; weariness nor sleep 
Checks not thine haste ; but ere thou reach the deep, 
u 
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Rest where my dear love liyes, 'mid gardens green — 
Herself a bright warm San in air serene : 
If she then walks beside thy margin, stay, 
Kiss her white sHveiy hands or feet, and say 
My spirit flies to meet her like the wind, 
Though the weak fiednting flesh lags panting on behind 



*' Pfeflsato h 1 tempo omai, lasso, ohe tjuito." 
My days of love are o'er — sweet summer days, 
When in my heart the blessed light of love 
Burned with a vestal purity of blaze. 
Gone to the holy shrines in heaven above 
Is she, whose gentle loveliness stUl beams 
Down on my soul, waking its young love dreams 
Onoe more in all their beauty ; still her eyes 
Shine on my spirit ; and her heart, that fled 
The wilderness of my lone bosom, hies 
To earth firom heaven, to dwell with me awhile. 
Methinks I see her, all in glory crowned, 
Over me with ineffable sweetness smile. 
I strive to buist the bonds of life that round 
My being ooil, and wing my upward flight 
On to the glorious tribes of angeb heavenly bright. 
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« Almft felice che Boyente tornL" 
Blest spirit^ who so oft from heayen, 
Where thou shinest with the Seven, 
Tumest thine eyes upon thj lover weeping 
His weary soul in joys celestial steeping ; 
For Death their brightness dared not 
To quench — ^though thee he spared not 
Oh ! how I hail thy beauteous presence. 
Fresh from thy homes of starry pleasaunce ; — 
My days are sunless till thy spirit brightens 
The gloomy shades, and, like Aurora, lightens 
The path to heaven that leadeth, 
Through which my spirit speedeth. 
I seek the immortal sky that holds thee, 
My panting soul once more enfolds thee. 
Why do I weep f Alas, that thou'rt departed ! 
Thou art an angel — I am broken hearted, 
Therefore I sorrow, dearest^ 
Wretched, but when thon'rt nearest 



FBOM THE FRENCH. 

iris. 

" Iris en oe miroir toujoun.*' 
When in this glass your charms you view, love, 
Tou see the features of my true love ; 
If when / looked, I saw what you love, 
To care Td bid a long adieu, love. 
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JBtCtOX f ttfl0. 
*' Dans Talcove sombre." 

By the lowly altar, 

In a dusky shed, 

Sleeps an infant shadowed 

By his mother's bed. 
While he slumbers there, 
Free from thought or care. 
To his eyes so fedr, 

Heayen opes overhead. 

Oh 1 what dreams of beauiy, 

Pass before his eyes : 

Sands with diamonds shining, 

€k)ld and azure skies ; 
Ladies robed in white. 
Glittering like the light, 
Bearing spirits bright 

In their arms, he spies. 

Vision of enchantment ! — 
Lo 1 a gentle stream, 
Murmuring sweetest music 

On his infant dream. 
Sisters, mother, sire, 
Like some angel-choir ; — 
Wings of starry fire 

On their shoulders gleam. 
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Tet still newer splendours^ 
Lovelier than before ; — 
Wreaths of lilies, roses 

On the grassy floor. 
Calm delidouB lakes, 
Fish like snowy flakes, 
While die water shakes 

Reeds of golden ore. 

'< Baby, keep thy slnmbers ! 
Dream still, baby fair, 
Thou art yet unconscious 

Of thy coming care. 
Like the leaves that slide 
Down some wintry tide, 
Thou in dreams dost glide. 

As thy free thoughts bear. 

" Without care or sorrow 
Thou sleepest on thy way, 
Happily and heedless, 

Bapt in visions gay. 
Grief upon thy brow. 
Bright and candid now, 
Hath not dared to plough, 

< Fear the coming day.' '' 

Guilelessly he sleepeth. 
And the angel-band 
Unto whom the Future 

Times revealed do stand ; 
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See the baby here^ 
Lone and void of fear ;— 
Lo 1 they drop a tear 
On his little hand. 

Fondly they embrace him. 

And with lips of love 

Kiss him ; — ^th^ are weeping ; 

See his lips — they move : 
" Gabriel J" he cries, 
And the angel flies 
To him, while his eyes 

Point to heaven above. 



C0 %iht. 

« Tu me prometB d'dtre ocaQurtante." 
You swear, you little rogue, you'll be 
The very pink of constancy. 
And ask me, at the holy fime 
To bind ourselves in Hymen's chain. 
Cert^ your plan is cool and sage. 
But ere, my dear, 111 thus engage 
To yoke myself in chains that ne'er 
Can severed be, I'd have you swear 
You'll always be as young, as pretty, 
As gay, as arch, as fond, as witty, 
As now you are— and if you do^ 
This very day 111 marry you. 



4S9 
FROM THE GERMAN. 

« Em tete Bnxg ist ilbaer Qott" 
The Lord is our good Tower of Strength, 
Our Shield and Sword of Terror, 
And He will free our souls at length 
From eyil, and ciime^ and error ; 
The Old Accursed Fiend, 
With Might and Knavety screened, 
Hell's armour dark and strongs 
Hath risen to work us wrong ; 
On earth he hath no Rival. 

With arms of flesh we nought ayail. 
Our ranks were soon disbanded, 
But the right Man doth hell assail, 
As God himself commanded. 
Ask ye. Who can he bef 
Jesus the Christ is he — 
God of Sabaoth's son. 
By him the fight is won ; 
He on our side shall battle. 

And though the world with Deyils were thick, 

Watchful and aoul-devouring, 

Ne'er shall our hearts grow fidnt or sick, 

0*er all their wiles still towering. 

The Fiend as pleaseth him 

May angry look and grim, 

Our souls he cannot slay, 

His power hath passed away ; 

One little word shall smite him. 
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That Word, in spite of fraud or force. 

Shall stand alone, immortal, 

Still trampling in its heavenly course 

Hell and its gloomy portal. 

Slaughtered — disgraced — ^reviled, 

£efb of goods, wife, and child, 

So be it — ^let them go. 

Small is the loss I trow — 

God's mansion is eternal 



Cfre Itttit. 

UHLANa 

'*Im BtUlen Elosteigarten." 
In the still cloister-garden 
Walks a fair young Maid, 
The moon it shone so brightly 
Where the fair girl strayed. 
And the tears they ran down from her eyes. 

Now, heaven be thanked, my lover 

Is shining with the saints, 

The man is made an angel 

For whom my soul faints. 

And I may love an angel in the skie& 
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Before the sacred altar 

Of Mary mild she stood. 

And smiling on the Yiiginy 

She prayed while pray she could — 

She looked like a seraph at the shrine. 

TTpon her knees then sinking. 
To heaven her eyes she cast ; 
Death came, and to her lover 
Her snowy spirit passed — 
They wander in the sweet sunshine. 



'' Efl kommt ein Schiff geladen." 
There comes a galley laden — 

A heavenly freight on board, 
It bears God's son, the Saviour, 

The Great nndying Word. 

And proudly floats that galley 
From troubled coast to coast. 

Its sail is Love and Mercy, 
Its mast, the Holy Ghost. 

Now Earth hath caught the anchor. 
The ship hath touched the strand, 

God's Word in fleshly garment, 
The Son steps out on land. 
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Thou Bethlehem the lowly 
BeceiVst him in thy stall. 

Thou giVst him rest and shelter. 
Who comes to save us alL 

Oh ! haste my brothers quickly. 
To kiss this little child, 

Who dies a glorious Martyr 
For souls with sin defiled. 

And he who dies with Jesus, 
With Jesus he shall rise, 

And Love Eternal waft him 
With Christ beyond the skies. 



« Hier sind wir yenammlet za loblichen Than.** 

For pleasure, for pleasure, we're met here to-night, 

My gallant boys, Ergo hihamu9 — 
And our glasses that glow with the wine's purple light. 

Make us think but of Ergo bihamus; 
'Tis a hearty and homely old toast — let it pass 
From the first to the last with the wine-blushing glass. 
Oh ! where'er bliss is found, there you'll hear (by the mass !) 

The echo of Ergo bibamus. 
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My own little sweetheart passed by me to-day, 

As I carolled an Ergo bihamusj 
She came near, but arpouting she turned her away, 

When she heard me sing Brgo Inbamua, 
Oh 1 belieye me that whether we make love or no, 
Whether scatheless by glanoeSy or slaves to their glow, 
There's no maxim on earth that — as far as I know — 

Can compete with bright Brgo bibamus. 

My good-hearted boys, my departure is nigh, 
Fill the cup then — and — Ergo bibamuBy 

But though small is my storey ere I bid ye good bye. 
Let us shout again. Ergo bibamui» 

Our bodies may &de, but our spirits are young. 

And ne'er on our souls hath despondency hung ; 

What heart could be niggard that ever yet sung, 
The goodly toast^ Ergo bibcuwue. 

And now, my lads, what of the times shall we say f 

Why have we not, Ergo biiamus f 
They're most excdlent jolly good times, by my &y, 

And deserve a loud Ergo bibamus. 
Our hours are as pleasant as ever were passed, 
The present's as golden and gay as the last, 
With the happiest times it deserves to be classed. 

So £01 away, Ergo bibamus. 



444 trasbsjATIosb. 

*' Das Magdlem brann yon Aug* nnd Haar.* 

A dark-haired girl, with arch brown eyes. 
Tripped lightly o'er the meadows, 

A rosy flush sufiused the skies, 
And in th' embowered shadows 

The nightingales sang sweet and clear — 

But her alone I see and hear, 

My own heart's love, this maiden dear. 

A short and simple gown was tied 
Around her waist so tightly ; 

The wanton zephyrs blew aside 
Her petticoat — ^but slightly : 

Her ankle small did plain appear — 

She is the lass I most revere. 

My own heart's love, this maiden dear. 

The cow approached, and soon her pail 

With rich new milk was laden ; 
She sat and sang — I told my tale 

Of passion to the maiden. 
Her eye lit up with love sincere- 
She is the lass I most revere, 
My own heart's love, this maiden dear. 

I wooed, and while she sweetly smiled 
I strove to read her blushes, 

Yet snatched some kisses waim and wild. 
Whereat her red cheek flushes 
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like Btiiiset bright in yonder sphere — 

She is the lass I most revere, 

M7 own heart's love, this maiden dear. 

O'er hedge and stile I helped this maid. 

Her snowy milk-pail bringing ; 
Onward we went, through gathering shade, 

A homely ballad singing; 
Ne'er reached her heart one thought of fear ; 
She is the laas I most revere, 
My own heart's love, this maiden dear. 

" So late to-night 1" her mother cried — 

At once I thus besought her, 
" Oood mother, hold, nor vainly chide, 

I love thy beauteous daughter, 
Let her be mine— my vows now hear, 
She is the lass I most revere, 
My own heart's love, this maiden dear." 



FROM THE PORTUGUESE. 

"guxB it (jKXXiotns. 

** Qnando o Sol encoberto vai moetnndo." 

When the glad sun sinking 
Leaves the world in shade, 

Oft I wander thinking 
Through our silent glade. 
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As I saimter lonely 

'Neath the sky star-wrought^ 
Thou^--oh, thoa only 

Art my dream, my thought. 

As I gB2e around me 

On the scenes well known, 
Sad thoughts confound me 

And I weep alona 
Here IVe seen thee braiding 

Thy hair gracefully 
With flowerets fading 

As thy love for me. 

In these happy bowers 

'Mid the gay rose trees, 
Thou hast dreamed for hours 

In love's reveries, 
Here I've seen thee willing ; — 

Here I've known thee grave, 
Here thon oft stood'st smiling, 

My heart thy slave. 

Here I dared to love thee ; 

Here I pressed thy brow; 
When the stars above thee 

Were less pure than thou. 
Here, alas ! we parted— 

Yet I live — I live— 
And, though broken-hearted, 

Can thy &11 forgive. 



447 
FROM THE IRISH. 

BT OABOLAN. 

At the dawning of the day, while in bed you loonge away, 
If dnlneas aheds her mists npon your soul. 
Take my advioe-— £01 up 
A meny whiskey cup^ 
And the clouds will quiddy yanish in the beams of the bowl, 

And the clouds, my boys, will vanish in the bowL 
Oh ! what the soul can cheer, like the whiskey sweet and clear. 
Should aught the mind of sage or bard employ 
But whiskey, our delight. 
At mom, and noon, and night, 
And the sparkling fount of mirth, and wit, and rosy joy, 
The sparkling fount of wit and rosy joy. 

What potions, or what pills, can, like whiskey, cure our illsl 
Oh 1 believe me when I tell you 'tis life's staff, 
If sick or sore you lie. 
All your pains and aches shall fly. 
If you only fill your glass to the brim, and fireely quaff, 

K you only fill your glass and fireely quaff 
The lover it inspires — ^the warrior's breast it fires : — 
Talk not to me of brandy, gin, or wine, 
The hock of Allemayne^ 
The grape of sunny Spain, 
Oh, the whiskey, Irdamds whiskey, shall be ever, ever mine, 
Oh, ,the whiskey, Ireland's whiskey, shall be mine. 

Thus dazzling o'er with glee your path of life shall be. 

If the whiskey clear in brimming bowls you drain, 
Tour muscles 'twill make strong. 
Your life it will prolong; 
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And happiness upon yonr head like sonbeams 'twill rain. 

And happiness like sunbeams on jou rain. 
Then trost me while you drink, and your whiskey goblets eikink. 
Gout or cholic never shall your frame molest ; 
While you make your hogsheads flow. 
Hale and stout your limbs shall grow. 
Then dntiJfc— of all the axioms that I know 'tis the best — 
Oh! drin^^— of all wise axioms 'tis the best 



OuizanbiU cvrdogabe 

Dago erdi ULoy 
Marmoflr dahiltza tripae 

Ardoaren biUa; 
Bancm eran ezquero 

Arxenera guchi^ 
Ouiaonic chafarrenac 

Balio ditu bu 

When we give up the bottle, 

We straight grow lank and lean ; 
A wholesome wine-washed throttle 

Is health's best stay I ween. 
But while we quaff good liquor, 

We're healthy, strong, and sound; 
It makes the squire and vicar 

Grow fat^ and sleek, and round. 
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" Maite bat maitetzen dot xnaitagaxria^** 

A maid of beauty holds my doting heart. 

Whose smiles, whose eyes ten thousand sunbeams dart ; 

She is away. 
And yet her charms pursue me night and day. 

Oh ! could she be 
Sold for a whole world's richest treasury, 

Hundreds would flock to buy, 
The priceless charms that in the virgin lie. 

She is away from me ! oh, cruel fates 1 

Kept from my arms by thousand envious gates. 

Vainly I weep, 
Vainly my vigils of despair I keep. 

Still, still I call 
The absent nymph — alas ! I pine in thrall. 

lives still the modest maid) 
Treads she the plains where once her footsteps strayed ? 

My dreams are sometimes brightened by her eyes. 
The morning comes, and brings me back my sighs, 

Methinks I see 
Her stand before me, fair surpassingly. 

Methinks we while 
The hours in love, and many a blissful guile. 

These are my dreams, alas I 
With morning's dawn those dreams of gladness pass. 
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Ah 1 me 1 what melaiicholy fills my breast ? 
Sadness, and solitude, and wild unrest. 

Yet hours there are, 
When o*er ray soul hope glittereth like a star. 

Oh that onoe more, 
My love I saw — my sorrows then were o'er. 

Ail my heart-harrowing woes 
Would fieule for ever, and my soul reposa 
Nay — ^if the oost for such a boon were death, 
Gladly Td pay, and pleased resign my breath. 

My days are desolate, and dark with gloom. 
My lonely nights are blacker than the tomb — 

Unless that she 
Were there, no spot of earth hath charm for me 

Then shall I tell 
My sorrowing tale to her I love so wellt 

And yet I feel that all 
I bear for one so beautiful, is small. 



FROM THE BRETON. 

What shall I do, my pretty Nici, 
I bum in heart and soul for thee ; 

I know not how, or when it happened, 
But feel how fierce love's flame can be. 
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I scarcely dare to gase upon thee; 

Those bright eyes kill me while they shine ; 
My heart itself has proved a ^traitor. 

And, sweetest Nidi, now is thine. 

< 

How shall I act, my pretty Nici, i 

My soul for comfort flies to thee ; 
I fear a tso — ^for yes Tm longing, [ 

Ah, well-a-day I which shall it be ? { 

Am I deoeived?— or, hearty oh, tell me^ ! 

Dwells not sweet pity in her eyes ? J 

Oh, yes 1 and cruel tyrant coldness 

Far from her gentle bosom flies. 

Wilt thou not speak, my pretty Nid ? 

Oh 1 wouldst thou love as I love thee ; 
Tell me, oh, tell — ^nor leave me wretched, 

FLoing, still pining anxiously. 
Quick, quick,^-or soon my soul, despairing, 

Will link beneath its weight of woe ; 
See, how I pant and shake all over — 

Speak to me, dearest, yes or no. 
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FROM THE ARABIC. 

Now that thy gracefiil form is like a young tree. 
Bending, waving, thin, and flexible, 
Give me of the nectar of thy love, O BelovM ; 
Let OB enjoy the epring ere it is gone. 

Close no longer against the soft knock of love 
The secret door of thine affections ; 
Beauty is a flower, perfect while it lasts, 
But the duration of its reign is momentary. 



They have likened thee, O Maid, to the star of night ; 
But thou indeed art fax more beautiful 
Has the moon those exquisite black eyes, 
With pupils brighter than any planet ? 

The feathery reed bends like a young virgin 
Beneath the soft breathings of the west wind ; 
But thou, O slight and flower-fragrant stem, 
Seest all mankind bend before thee. 



When my Beloved passes, the bough of t{ie willow 
Sighs with envy of her graceful form ; 
The rose, gazing on the garden of her cheek. 
Is suflused with shame at the superior loveliness. 

* This is the name of the common love songi of the Arabs. 
They are short, graoefal, and sweet, like the madrigals of the 
Greek Anthology. 
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So I, when I behold this peerless Yirgin, 
Sigh, O thou who hast put me into captivity ; 
Thy lance-like eyes have penetrated my heart, 
Making wounds that never shall be healed. 



When the night enfolds the earth with darkness. 
It is the shining black of thy plaited hair ; 
When the day glows with pure radiant splendour, 
I see the lustre of thy dazzling face. 

Tlie aloe tree with gleaming fragrant flowers 
Diffuses perfume stolen from thy sweet form ; 
So thy lover shall spend his days celebrating thee, 
DiiSusing odour-like songs that frx>m thine eyes draw lights 



My belov^ comes — ^but her face is veiled, 
Yet her presence magnetises all hearts ; 
The exquisite stem of the tulip sees her, 
It grows mad with envy of her finer sh|ipe. 

Suddenly with soft white hand 
She uplifts the snow-white veil, — 
The multitude of youths beholding, 
Utter cries of wonder and delight. 
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Is it a flaah of lightning, 

Thus do they exclaim, which glitters teem the tentsl 

Or have our Arab brethren 

Kindled fires amid the desert f 

O loveliest ! cure me of my heart-sickness, — 
Then I need not seek the Kanon of Avioenna;* 
With thy voice of music sweeter to the ear 
Than the melody of the harp or senthir. t 



% Silt 3ant. 

Ldali!^ lalalil I was sitting 
On the high and the lonely mountain peak, 
And between me and my lover there was flowing 
A river deep and mighty as the Nile. 

lalali ! lalali ! I was clapping 
Both my hands, and I cried from out my heart, 
O my lover, O BelovM, O my feir one. 
Why didst thou not come here to me before I 

Now the river is impassable, — an ocean, 
Flowing wildly, flowing fearfully between; 
Why didst thou not a paper^writing send me ? 
lalali ! lalali ! O my loss. 



^ The celebrated medical treatise by Ebn Sink 
t A stringed musical instrument. 
t lalali, i e. my night 
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lalali ! thy loved form edts enthrondd 
In my wreath of roses, jessamine, and pearls ; 
Thy fond eyes are like two shining stars before me, 
They prevent me from embroidering thee a cap. 

Oh, come to me, delay not any longer ; 
For the sake of Alia come to me in haste ; 
Like a wind flower, my heart it trembles wildly, 
When thy sweet name is murmured on my lips. 

Fi-om my eyelids flows a rivulet of fondness ; 
Gome to me, oh come to me, Belovdd ; 
My heart how it palpitates in absence ; 
Come to me, and wrap me in delight. 



FROM THE BENGALI. 

3ons in tint 'g^tttt at tfift AngtitaL 

A maid there is more bright than light 

Whose charms my soul inflame ; 
Her fether's only child she is, 

And Yeedya is her nama 
In vain my lyre, that form, all fire 

And beauty, would portray; 
But, oh ! my heart is sad and lone, 

While she is far away. 
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They say that Lore has ne'er revealed 

'His form to mortal eye ; 
But he who views mj Yeedja's charms, 

Sees Cama*s self stand by. 
Ye gods, forbid that he should see 

That maid so choice, so £Eur ; 
For Love may then my rival prove, 

And sink me to despair. 

I'll chant in song her matchless grace. 

And breathe it in her ear ; 
The sacred hymns of Noodyiil 

My Yeedya oft shall hear. 
How blest were I, if, changed by spells 

Into a bird-like shape, 
I sang to her in Ynndabbr, 

'Mid lily, rose, and grape. 

My Yeedya's beauty fills my soul ; 

I murmur still her name ; 
She brightens every hope and thought, 

And is my being's aim. 
At night, at dawn, in star and suH 

I see her ever shine ; 
My life must be one cheerless waste, 

Till Yeedya's heart be mine. 
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PROM THE PEKSIAN. 



A child of clay delists thee by her presence ; 

Thy daily thoughts are fixed upon her light. 

At night she hurries dumber from thy lids ; 

Thy soul is bent alone upon her brightness. 

Beneath her feet of ivory pute or silver, 

Thou layest down tBine head, O loving one ! 

Thine eye beholds no form but her, alone. 

Thy heart trembles Hke a leaf ht hef {Mreaence. 

If she asked thee for thy soul, thou wouldst bestow it, — 

Nay, thou wouldst surrender heaven itself. 

If a vain passion, airier than the air, 

Thus subdues thee in thy young energies. 

Wonder not at the speB <rf power which enfihrinos 

Those who love the True Light ; * 

"Wonder not if they are wholly absorbed. 

In the sublime miystery of their devotion. 

They heed not Life ; their life is in Him. 

They value not the earth, but willingly leave it 

To be immersed in the Paradise splendour 

Which He, crowned with an endrcling light. 

Ever opens wide to their possession. 

What ! though they move about in robes of clay. 

Their feet are on the earth, their Bovtl» are fiie. 

Wisdom illuminates their glowing thought 

* AmoDg the Persians, as among the more intellectual of the 
ancient Greeks, there eidsts as intense yearning after a Kalon, 
or Invisible Beautiful and Immortal, which is called Soofeism : 
this exhibits itself in many ways. Thus the brother of Mirza 
Saldm burst into tears at the sweetly mournful singing of a boy 
in the service of the Khan. 
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By faith they can command the mountains ; 
At one word a city falh with all its towers ; 
They are as mighty in their will sa are the winds, 
Yet are still and silent even as marble. 
God, the Most Beautiful, they see eTer3rwhere ; 
Every fair apparition reflects but Him, 
Even as though it were an image in a mirror. 
By them alone are the pure delights of love felt ; 
They have abandoned all for the Supreme One. 



Tell me, thou who far and wide hast wandered 
Over gardens beaming bright with roses, 

By the sweetest lakes and streams and rivers 
On whose margin Beauty's self reposes, — 

Tell me, where the fairest landscapes lie. 

That like scenes of heaven met thine eye ? 

Ladye, fedrer than the snow-white lotus. 

Earth contains no scene so bright and shining 

As the bank of flowers beside the fountain 
Where IVe seen my dearest love reclining, — 

Small that bank indeed, but dearer fitr 

Than all other scenes or landscapes ara 



Fair and stately, flower-encinctured, perfumed 
"Was the garden, through which roamed delighte<l 
Sage Ferh&d ; and in the midst a Palace 
Beared its radiant dome beneath the cypress. 
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There were roees, blooming like the snmmer, 
Bloodlike in their hues ; the goigeous tulip 
Waved its glowing turban in the zephyrs ; 
Trees were there of wine and honey blended — 
Hawthorn, willow, violet, and narcissua 
Onward passed Ferh&d ; — ^in other regions 
He sojourned, and strayed in other gardens, 
But saw none so fedr and flower-encinctured. 
Years passed over quickly : back returning 
To that much loved scene, he found but ruin. 
Gone was all that paradise of roses ; 
Weeds and thorns assailed him with their daggers. 
Where w'ailom the nightingale had wandered. 
Crows and kites yelled forth their horrid noises. 
• All was fog, miasma, swamp, and desert. 
Sorely wept the Sage while thus surveying 
That which once had been a scene of splendours. 
Is it thus, he said, that all men's treasures 
Fade and pass away to desolation ) — 
That the pomp, and pride, and royal beauty 
Which so charm the sons of mortals vanish ) 
Go, and in thy cell amid the forest 
Meditate, and know that earth hath nothing 
Which thou canst not find within thy spirit. 
So he sought the forest, and thenceforward 
Found in God alone delight unceasing. 



THE END. 
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